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Preface 

TO THE s'EVITnTH VOLUME. 


On the bosom of 'Time’s gentle and eter-flowin^jjcBTeam 

we are borne to .'ftie close of another yHB,* reifliitding us 

that we have, an %ddition»l wbrd to *say to our friends. 

Another year orouf short life fs closing, with all its 

responsibility and accou^jtabilitj\ ' The. Recording Angel 

is notin^dowfi the ^vents o^ its last monA. When the 

books are opened, on the day th|it'will feaeal secrets, what 

will be written there of us ? Shall it be read that 

we have ddfie what ^e could? 

^ • 

Many who commenced the year with us, full of life an^ 

energy, ready with heart an^ hand to aid mothers, have 
left us on ' jc w^, and aje gone^o thi'rest of heaven; 
others arc Irea'Siftg the border-land; and others, again, 
are gone* to distant parts of the ^obe, and are asking to 
have our little messenger translated into the latiguag^Ssf 
heathen motfe^s. 

We could tell our fiends many heart-cheering tale% of 
success,—of grateful mothers’ letters to us,^of family altars 
raised, of little children brougSt to the feet of Jesus; but 
we would^ lather our friends should watch %he pr^ess of 
’“The MoTpEgg’ Friend,^,’ for themselt%s. Wfcare thank- 
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ftil -that our* heaVei^y Father has allowed us to travel so 
ftr, visit so many thousands of homes, cheer so toany.hearts. 
And help so many motheif and Sabbath-school teachers in 
itliAir arduwis work. ^ 

pmaqt our best thanks t(k aur friends who have 
aided us by the pen, and who have distributed front house 
to house so many numbers during the past year,—thus 
working with us in this wide and interesting vineyard; we 
earnestly ask a continuance of their efforts, and an interest 
in their prayers, tjiaf .wo may still work on beneath the 
smiles aud^blesying of Heaven. * .. 

■ To our friends who ask ijs for informsflon on the subject 
of Maternal Associations, we refer thenr#o the February, 
March, and April number* of “ The Mothees’ Fuiend ” 
for 1853. Thfy will find.help also from “The Mother’s 
Monitor ” (Readings for Twelve Meetings),. “The Mother’s 
Hymn Book,” and “A Friendly Invitation to tlje Maternal 
Meeting;” 
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MQTHEES’ PEIEND. 


HAIL Tg THE olENINGt YEAR. 

“ There is a fairylkiff pljrtng oh the sea of lifs^ • 

And charitably toil^g to save the shipwreck«d crews ; 

Within, kindly patiint, sitteth a gentle marii^r, 

Piloting through'surf .and s&ait the fragile baiks of men. 

How^beering is her voice, how skilfully she guideth; 

How Aobly bending onwards, yet defying eveh death! 

To-mojrow if that skiff,—a wise and welcome rescue; 

And full df gladdSning words and looks, tha( mariner is Hope. 

Often the painful present's comforted by flattering the future,— 

And kjpd iJe-morrow be^eth half the burdens of To*day.” 

Wis^ffered a few suggestive thoughts, pertinent, m we 
hoped, to the season, on our last visit. Allow us now to.. 

' • tit* ** 

grpet you on the new-bonr y^. 

We hre aware that in many SBircle*»this is a season 
of enjoyments' j^easures,* and amusements we have no 
wish to destroy, or even dtsturlp We like to see the 
buoyant light-heartedness of youth — the rational and 
chastened hilarity of the mo^e matured. ,We afe Ifc 
ascetics. W^ op^ desire^ to drop a word in the affec¬ 
tionate hope that the excited spiijts, with which each ^Jasa 
regards the newly expandjng scene, may be kept within the’ 
limits that, Aeadily pursued, %ill lead to that happy land 
where sonows' and disappointments shi^ be no more 
known. * Bnt'while cheerfnlness and happiness paevail, do 
not let us forget that time is rapidly %astenl9^ us to our 

VOL. VII. 



2 HAIL, to THE OPENINO TEAR. 

great accountt^y^ a fittle, and these flying years trill stop, 
and all appear befor^^he ‘'greai white throne.” 

Mothers! should not thg new year commence' by a" grate¬ 
ful recognition of the hand which has shoyrered upon ns 
past and present^? bliesshigs ? *. Grathude is a disposition 
that commends itself to our respect «nd esteem, wherever 
we see it; the reverse necessarily excites our-dislike and 
detestation. If tee, then, havfe strbng feelings in reference 
to a grateful spirit, what may we imagine to be 'the views 
of to whom we are indebted for every thing we 
possess ? View our heaveply Father’s goodness from any 
poinlj—-be it temporal-or spiritual—the thoughtful mind 
can havVbut one^sentiment— gratitude.,. 

And should we qpt begin the year, tqp, with penitential 
acknowledgment for past errorSj^ and eimest pleadings for 
forgiveness T In many things we all offend. Who has 
not failed in duties every day ? ,What mother among us 
will not plead' guilty ? Who can count thCffaulU of the 
past? Who can explore, them in their height or depth?. 
Shall we examine them ? ‘We are Eoon lost in .shame and 
confusion of face; no course remarus but earnist pleadings 
at tjae throne of the Eternal, "with solemn resolutions to 
..renew, with sincerity an.d ardour, vows of consecration 
to God’s service—resolving ito ‘attend to every duty with 
the last day of'the last year in view—when the past, 
the present, and the future shall meet*u's again in the 
opened books, and fathers, mothers, and children shall be 
face to face at the judgment-seat of Christ. 

*“ Fathers!. allow us to appeal to you! The post you 
occupy as the presiding geu'us of the household, .the 
head of the family, on whom the wife should be able to 
"rest with confidence—to whom children should look with 
respect and ^tebai-—of wbdm dependents shouldlbe unable 
to say trutlflvlly aught but good — how inexpressibly 
respaDsihle » your position! Do you realise your'mission ? 
^ ..Are ^esefes of wife, ebSdren, fiependents, dear to you? 
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Do you desire to meet the Great Jndge in peace, wjben the 
disclosing Pay shall come? Thentet the year 1854 be 
profitably commenced. 

Mothers! (for we forget'not,our special vocation) we 
long to dejndnstraft ourselves unceasligly your friend. 
We enter on our duties with high hopes and expectations 
for you. Dear mothers! .your home may be bumble— 
your board may be scantily supplied—^your family circle 
may involve many trials and afilictiohs—but ch^ up i 
Look to the Fountain whjse unexhausted supplies are ever 
flowing, and they are freely'*offered to you; begin the 
year with a sincere*jlependance on the Redeeme-'^^id as 
your days your.'lirength shall be. 

Sabbath-schoolteachers! Onward fnust be your motto*; 
take with you into yohr class •evcr/^abbath one little 
senteftce— workino fob eternwy. Youthful readers ! — we 
have many of your cla^fe—our .thoughts aje turned to you. 
What ‘slial? w^ say to engage in the service of our 
blessed Lord ?’ The very greatness of the subject straitens 
our ei^rd^on. We ijfn only say-j-Beloved young friends! 
if you dAireahappy yout^—a nsefurmaturily-r-a peaceful 
old ^e—seek it of Him in whose favour is life, atfd who 
has said, “ Wove them wjio lov% me, jua^thosc who seek*'me 
early shall find me.” We dfose opr apjjjal. Bear with us; 
we long to*4p you goody and shall now, from month to 
month, through the eventful Jenr (God helping us), 
heartily strive to fiirirish abundant evidence that we are. as 
we have ever desired to be, 

THE MOTHEB,S’ FRIEND. 

WHAT I^A YEAR^. 

What is a year ? ’Tis but a wave. 

. Oil life’s dark rolling stream f 
^bich is so quickly gone that 'net^ 

Account It but a dream. 



A JfOTHEH’S BESPONSIBIUTY. 

•’Tw but a jingle earnest thro!) 

Of Time’f old iron heart, 

Which tireless island strong as when 
It first with life did start.. 

What iflfa year"? ’Tisbut a taim' 

Of Time’s old brazen wllfedi— 

Or but a page upon the booh, 

Which death must Shortly seal. 

’Tis but a step upon the road, 

Whicli we must travel o'er; 

A few more steps, and '^e shall walk 
Life’s weary road no more. 

V f' 

What is a year ? ’Tis but a breath, 

. Fro»»Time’s old nostrils blowrt'; 

As, rushing onwar/l o’er the earlf), 

We hejir his weary mqan. * 

’Tis like the bubble on the wave, 

Or dew upon the lawn; 

As transient as the mists ot morn 
Beneath the' summer sun. 

What is a year ?' ^Tis but a type 
Of life’s oftTchanging Boeje; 

Ytouth’s happy mom cOjUies gaily on. 

With hills and valleys green. 

Next Siiaiiner’s pidme succeeds the Spring, 
Then Autumn witlva tear. 

Then cmaes old Winter—Death and all 
Must fijid their level here. 


A MOTHER’S EESPONSIBILITY. 

^ “ Her house ‘ 

Was ordered well; her childr&i taught 6ie way 
Of life, who, rising upiln honour, ca'led 
Her blessed.” 

Who among u? has ever telt, as we ought, the fearful 
responsibilities tl)e maternal relation? Who dias ever 
told u’s y1et,^e exjent of happiness or misery which will 
Jesuit frdm ,our trainiog the immoi^ crei|tores committed 
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to our care ? If we fiad only to. guid^ the household group 
into paths Af rectitude an^ happinesf for a few short years 
in this life, and then could tell them that at the end of 
that brief spafte they -would cease to be, we might with a 
less anxious heart *if by and fold'oilr hands, as they 
pursue life’s winding ^ath ; but when we reflect that we 
have immortal spirits resting in our arras, or running by 
our side, we can find no words sufGcicntly emphatic to 
characterise the folly of that motlier who can think lightly 
of her duties. Let us reason the matter with you, young 
mother. 

That infant boy’pf yours, all feebR and helpljf# as he 
appears, possess]^ a rational soul—^an istellectuai power— 
a spirit which all^evouring time can never destroy—which 
can never die! It will outlive^ the ‘splendours of the 
sun, and the burning brilliancy .of the host of Heaven! 
Throi%h(i^ut the infinite ages pf eternity,^ when all these 
shall Ifeye hnswerad the end of . their creation, and shall, 
have been blotted out from th^irpositfoas in the regions of 
space, ,tfe#^oul of the humblest child, redeemed by the 
blood of»Christ, will shine with ever‘increasing Isplendour 
befor^ the eternal throne, filled with holy light and 
Divine love,•and ever active in the praise of its Creator. 
On the other hand, if youf chil(^is tramed only for earth, 
and dies in unbelief, he #will be dragged down by rebel 
spirits to the dark regions gf the4ost ;* and in endless woe, 
through eternity, he-will curse'yoa—his mother, who 
gave him birth—because you neglected to lead him ^tQ^Jie 
narrow road, ending in happiness with Gdd. To bear 
a mother’s namA, and nAt* fulfil a toother’s part! How 
awful I 

But a mpther who ftels ^e value ofjier own immortal 
spirit, and po.nders over the responsibility attached to the 
relation *she, bears, looks upon her infaift with sensations 
altogether pfculiar to herself—with S6liciti’;|^ that fs abso¬ 
lutely unutter^ljle j and she exclaims, with<deep feeling. 
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“Who is sufficientto*falfil the wHghtj obligations?” Such 
a mother said to us one day, while the tears were rolling 
over her pale cheeks—“ I am sometimes tempted to regret 
I ever bore the honouredtname.of mother!”—so greatw as 
her sense of the maternal respon^bpity. As the pious 
mother gazes upon the lonely countenance of her house¬ 
hold darling, she often esclaarns—"My precious child, 
thou art an inestimable treasure committed to ray charge, 
and t^m accountable to God, our awful Judge, for the way 
I train thee. Truly, thou art fearfully and wonderfully 
made—thy delicat^ frame is more feeble than that of the 
beasts tWat perish, yet art thou ordained to survive the 
wreck of* worlJs-^thou art born to witness the awful 
catastrophe of the stars falHng useless ^dm .their orbits, 
of the sun being extinguished, and old Time himself expiring. 
While, slumbering on thy Mother’s lap thou art peaceful 
and secure—hericmiles are all the joys of earth to*ihee; but 
little dost thou think, all unconscious'' as< thou art, of her 
solicitude for th/ future welfare, and of her prayers for 
thine eternaT salvation.v Should thy, life b«! jirolonged 
to manhoodA-0 what will thyccharacter be?—whaj; thy 
pursuits ?—what thy influence among the sons of men ? If 
I am allowed to bdiioiyi thy _ career, shall ! see thee a 
young disciple of Jesus ? r Shall my soul rejoice in knowing 
thou art a man ,of God? ‘■Wilt tfipu* be a good 
soldier of the cross? ^Vilt thou fight the good fight of 
faith, and at last lay hold of eternal life? Full well I 
kmnf, dt v^ere better far that my tears should fall on my 
infant’s grave now, than that hp should grow up a hater of 
■God—an unbeliever—a haughty sceptic—dreaded by the 
•-wise and good, and dangerous to society—wretched in life 
—wretched in death—and w«;tched in eternity!” We must 
■xest our pen, but we have not half finished our paper on 
our great jiesponJlibility, 
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Tius JtiJNU and the B]|GINNING. 

“ ‘A happy new year!’—ia the wish that-falls 
From thousands of lipa on this cheerful day; 

And its ecbo'ofa'kindreti hearts recalls 
The-thoughts of others which hikre^iassed away. 

, Wh'en wiaheg ts%ind, and, hopes not less bright, 

Have spoken our love and dazzled our sight 

ilVith their pleasing light! ” 

A LARG^ circle were gathered around the cheerful fire of 
a Scotch family, as the last hour of the old year»«drew 
nigh. Our friends belong*! to the class—now fast gliding 
away—who like to keep up old custotns^particularlyj^hose 
they had known in their youthful days. The whole lamily, 
with their friends who were visiting them,’were to "bid the, 
old year farewell, Jtnd greet the new year ere they retired. 
This was a home custom* of theifs. We were a merry 
party and a large one, and theit was something exciting 
about the season to all, so that even^the young eyes which, 
on any other.evening, would have been Itlosed for hours, 
seemed as bright as the morning Sun. * 

As the etSpiring monsents of the *)ld year drew pear, we 
all bec.ame*sileut and thoughtful; only a few golden sands 
remained to run out, and we stood at its grave. Some of ua 
retraced the events which had gon^ before it to eternity, 
and we* thought of the ever-widetiing oircles there—we 
remembered how^^t the bfttb of ^his same old year, we 
stood with hushed voice and »lmos|i pulseless heart to.gaae 
upon the pallid cheek, the quivering lip and heaving chest 
of the dying friend, and we thought— 

How, for a Hide while 
"ftme passes on— 

Floweft, ihat our hopes beguile, 

•Fade onifby <^e! 

All that our love can say 
Of those who blessed our way/ 

Is—that they passed their day— 

• Lived—And are gone! * 

Presently, amidst the most profound silence, the old 

B 2 
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THE END AND THE BEGINNING. 


.«lock gave note that tlie last grain had run out. We all 
started, and one of the little ones ran across to^er mother’s 
knee. As soon as the tongue of time had ceased, the 
door opened, and an old servant, bending under the weight 
of a tray, enteredl arid placed-upon the'table such warm 
Sootch cakes and other good thin^ ks the family-had been 
wont to see on the table, at this moment of time; iifthe far- 
off home of their childhood. The gentleman of,the house 
nmn arose, and shook hands with the whole circle, greeting 
all with a “ Happy new year! ” Then came the flute¬ 
like voices of the \ittle ones, singing, “ Happy new 
year4-4I**PPy'year!” We ^Soon found ourselves 
on our«feet, laughing and weeping as <he past and the 
■future seemed to‘blend together. It .eras like a resting- 
place in the joufney (jf life, where we could stand and 
look both ways; back\\ard to the joys and soirows of 
the past, and forward to the uweertain future. Turning 
round, we perc^ved ^bbn, the faithful ^old* servant, still 
lingered, and wth bon.e^ head he rested 'on the back 
of his master’s chair,^ When the^reetings •^ev-stover, our 
host observing him, said, in^a tone of inquiry, “Well, 
John ? ” as if to know why he waited now. “ Master,” 
said the good old ntan, “ for a quarter of a •century I have 
served your fam^, anfl youKsefi" since you were a wee' bit 
hoy; this new year’s morning completes, the period. May 
you see many happy* new ^ears ; but 'as for me, I shall 
soon enter where th^ do not measure time, but where 
^ shpll he thanking my heavenly Father for a God-fearing 
master, whb has taught' me the way there.” The last 
words were scarcely audiblet from the old man’s deep 
eufotion. Nobody saw old John wj^k out of the room, for 
all faces were covered. 

After all had partaken of the Scotch cakes, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bruce, arm-i&arm, followed by all the chiMi'en, who 
seemed to^pderstgnd the movement, walked out of the room* 
laughing and nodding “Good-bye” to, all of us who were 
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visitors. “ Where are thej gone ? and what ifre they going 
to do ? ” w* asked, but ndhe coujd rf)ly. In a short time 
they all returned in.the same osder, with very happy faces. 
“It is our old.Scotch.plan,”, said our friend, “ to go down 
at this hour, and wist a ‘ Happy ilew-yefr ’ to our servants 
in the hall, fo shake <hflnds wi^h them all, and to present 
them with little presets, prepared by our children during 
the year j and they all look* as happy down there as we do 
here.” Well, we thought, this is a happy beginning of the 
new year; be it Scotch or English fashion, we like it* right 
well. After the whole hlSisehold had been committed to 
the care of Him who allows time to roll'on for us,ji(e all 
retired to dreanw of a “ Happy new year,” thus, so very 
agreeably commenced. 

Alas! where are those,whi, ,.omj)osed*that loving circle 1 
where^ and echo said, “ where!.” 

• THE ELDEST D.IUGHTER. 

For “ The Mothft’s' FrienS.” 

LauhA^i^wAiiDS • n%s only fiftt%n years of age when, 
with three sisters, she wa*s left an orphan. ‘Her father, 
though not professedly pious, jras moral and exemplary; 
but her mother was a ;!ea^us disciple of Christ, whose 
religion shone brightly in all hdr confiUct. Aware that 
her end was ^lear, she called hei^ children and embraced 
•them tenderly, saying, ” Ho^ can*I leave you, my darling 
ones?” but she meekly surrendered them, and with many 
prayers and tears resigned th§m into the hanJs of Illlh 
to whose embrace her spiribsoon depafted. 

Laura now devoted herself jentirely to the care^ and 
education of her younget sisters; her communications with 
them were spontaneous—whtt she said'issued from the 
heart,, .as wafers from an overflowing f^antain. One of 
these dfear children, Anna, was one day met by a friend— 
there was % ii&T in her efe, “ Why have*you bdth weeping?”. 
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liie frieod Mked; “ are .you .unhappy ?” "There are 
other tears,” she n|pUed, “itfan those of sadness and 
grief; dear Laura has beesi talking such gooS things to 
us! ” and Anna’s tears flowed-again,- The three sisters and 
their^foBter-mothe# had Seen sit ting u»def a tree in the front 
of <he house; the eldest had beA Vonvcrsing cheerfully 
with them, while they, full of affeftion, wefe ‘crbwning 
her with flowers, and calling her their “ May-Queen.” • 

“ Pear sisters,”* said Laura, “ let me tell you a story 
abont one who was crowned a great many years ago,” 
They all listened—eveji Carolinef*lhe youngest, manifested 
her eagerness. . LSura told the tale of the sufferings or 
Christ—how He was crowned'with thorrtfr—how the sharp 
points of the thorns were thrust into l^s head—how He 
continued to saffet*insult and pain until He was nailed to 
the cross. After she had^ finished, arid while her listers 
were bathed in tears, she told them that “ tihrist sjiffered 
and died for us, so that we might beliew in Him, and have 
our sins pardoue(^and he.saved.” “ But h not all this in- 
jour catechism, dftar Anna? ” said the friend have 

heard it befgre; how came you to be 'so muen affected by 
what«your sister .said ? ” “ Oh ! ” exclaimed Anna,‘‘''sister 
Laura did not tell thf story as it is in the catechism ; she 
never talks to us in thaf way.* Jesus Christ never seemed 
so dear to me before. lie is Saviour i I ngver thought 
of that till to-day ?” 

In this manner was th? seed sown in these young hearts—' 
sjgd wdiicH sprang up and produced plants which budded 
and blossomed, and brought forth fruit. These sisters are 
new all rejoicing with Laura ih* tAe hope of eternal life. 

, Motbisf !. what a lesson is here presented to you, to train up 
your children for. Cod— to sow the seed .of Divine truth 
.early —a word fjroin a dying bed is often powerful and 
effective; and v^at must be the joy of such a 'siater as 
Laura, who, t|[.eading in the steps 6f a pious faiothef, seeks 
h sedtabie opportunity to bring hel dear sisters to Christ I 



A mother’s tJNOTWG INELUBNCE. II 

The preceding Account, extracted from an American work, 
and abridged for the sake of brevity, affords a striking 
illustration of the -sentiment, that where there exists a 
desire to do g«*)d, the-opportunity will not be wanting. 

E. C. 

A MOTHER’S UNDYING INFLUENCE. 

"Mr. J..B. Gough was delivering a lecture to young men, 
on the subject of “ Habitand he alluded to the influence 
of habits contracted in e^rly youth, and the lasting im¬ 
pressions likely to be produced by religious teaching. 
“I retneinber,” be,said, “the teachfngs of a piUjying, 
pious mother. IWiat mother was very poor ; buirshe was 
one of the Lord ?Jesus Christas nobilfty, and she had a’ 
patent, signed and sealrtl with His bf^od. She died a 
paupef, and was buried wiiboufc a shroud, and without a 
prayer* But she left hdl- children the legajy of a mother’s 
prayers? aiid^th^ Lord God Almighty as the executor of 
her last will and testament. That mflther taught me to 
pray, early life | had acquired the habk of praying. 

She, with*the assistance of.teachers in ’the Sabbath school, 
had helped to store my mind w ith passages of Scripture. 
We do not fforget what we le&rn; k may be buried—it 
may he. hid away in some oh?cure ¥orner,qf the heart—hut, 
by-and-b3’,^ oirfumstauces reveal to us the fact, that we 
kijow much more than we djeamdfi we knew. After that 
mother’s death I went out into*tlie world, exposed to 
temptations. I fell; I acquired bad habits; dor .sevpjj 
years of my life I wandered'dver God’s beautiftil earth, 
like an unblessed spirit tfandering oVer a barren desert, 
digging deep wells t# quench m^ thirst, and bringing up 
the dry, hot wsand. Theliverjj of my m^ ter had been to 
me a garment pf burning poison. Bound-with the fetters 
of evil hahit—habit, like an iron net encimling me in its 
folds—fasqjn^ed with my bondage, and yet ^jth a desire 
(oh, how fervent,!) to stand where I had once hoped to * 
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Stand! Seven years of darkness—s’evetf years of dissipa¬ 
tion—seven years of sin-! There I stood. * Ah!’ says 
one, ‘ what is the effect n#w of a mother’s teaching—of * 
mother’s prayers—of Sabbffth-school instruction, and of 
the good habits *that you formed ih early life V Oh. I 
stood there, I remember «t well-^fleling my own weak¬ 
ness—feeling that ‘the way^ of transgressors is" hard,’ 
and that ‘ the wages of sin is death ’—feeling in Iny 
heaiyt of hearts all the bitterness that arises from the con- 
sciousness of powers that God ^lad given to me wasted— 
conscious that I had boon chasing the bubble pleasure, and 
findK!^ nothing—gaining nothing by it. There I stood— 
that mother had passed to heaven. *•. 

“ I remember ofie niglit-sitting with iier in the garret— 
we had no candleA-she, said to nr.e, ‘ John, I am growing 
blind. I do not feel it much ; but you are young; it is 
hard for you; but never mind, John, there is no night 
there. There is no heed of any candle there. The 
Lamb is the lighf thereof.’ She has changed that dark,- 
gloomy garret, to bask in the sunshine of he*»»Saviour’s 
smiles. ” JJnt was her influence lost? No. As I stood, 
feeling my own weakness, knowing that I could not resist 
temptation, it seemed as if the very light she left ns she 
passed, had spanned the da.k gap of seven years of sin 
and dissipation, and struck the heart, and opened it. I 
felt utterly my own we-ikness, and the passages of Scrip¬ 
ture that were stored aOay in my mind—buried, as it were, 
^in the memory—came, as if whispered again by the 
loving lips df that mother into my ear. ‘ He is able to 
save to the uttermost.’ That is what I want. I want to 
be caved. " I cannot save-myself. I;want to be ‘saved to 
the uttermost.’ . ‘ Him that coraeth unto me I will in no 
wise cast out.’.“This was the force and influence of a 
mother’s teaching. It was the force—as it wese—of a 
good habit, fhath^d been utterly broken up, and destroyed 
by the acquisition of the evil habits of sin.” 
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Fonder these words, inother,,8s you tread^ife’s wiuding 
path, leaditig your little group towafds the celestial city 
and when you tremble over the sight of blighted hopes, 
and are ready to stumble at discouragements, cheer up, 
while you think'ofathe teaching! in the little garret of 
JohuGough'’smotheil', ttnd the,glorious results. 

TRUTHFULNESS. 

• 

Mb. Steady, at the time we write, had been fivS* years 
managing clerk to the house of Messrs. Qood, llaward, and 
Co., general merchants. He had speift the principal part 
of his life in tha» service of’ the firm, for Ije left Jiis native 
village when a boy, with a,recomn»endation from the 
brother of Mr. Raward, #nd was, in consequence, admitted 
at onae into the wa'rehouse ; where, by cliligence and good 
naturq (for he was ever ready to lend a helping hand), he 
soon bacam/ a favqurite, and oh the first -vacancy was pro¬ 
moted. He d^ighted to relate.the fallj^wing story to bis 
friends^^jrhich he said was at the bottom of^11 his prefer¬ 
ment. 

’ t • ■ 

“ A stranger was once staying a Sabbath in our village, 
and being a bind man, and moraover a^dear lover of children, 
he visited the Sunday schboir Tilt superintendent, observ¬ 
ing a stranger, jvent up to him, and addressing him freely 
and affecflonately, soon found a wspoilse. lie then asked 
' him if he would be kind enough to address the children. 
* They like variety,’ said he, ‘ and are geueri^ly pleased 
with strangers, and who can teil but you may leave a bless¬ 
ing behind.’ To this re^Sest the staanger cheerfully con¬ 
sented ; the great qj)ject he had in view in his'addresf was 
to enforce the .importance and show tlip value of truthful¬ 
ness, and with great simplicity he told iSi^.following tale:— 
Charles- Cobb was a dutiful little boy*»and being very 
affecti(Jnate,"his parents' loved him much, and delighted to 
give him ’all the pleafiire they could. One <l|ty they were 
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going to drink tea and spend the evening with a sick and 
aged relative, and as it Would not be proper to t4ie hipi with 
them, they told him he Ihight invite' some of his young 
Mends to take tea with hini, and' spend *the evening in 
playing games. With this plan Charfes was delighted, and 
several invitations were sent and accepted, and the^'young 
■visitors were all punctual to th% time.- 

“ Mrs. Cobb, before she left, kindly arranged a’.l for them, 
and she hope J they would be very good, and then they 
would be very happy. The tea t>eing made and served out 
by their own hands was doubly delicious—and there are but 
few SIcept children who properly understand this enjoy¬ 
ment—1« have’seen their smiling, happy "faces would have 
3one your heart ghod. "Pea being ov^r, prpj)aration was 
made for the eveijfng games. Notr tbejr little chubby faces 
gathered around the table, and they beheld with delight 
the puzzles an(l games lajd before them ; njany i little 
hand was stretched out^ and many a sWeet voice-wds heard 
crying—‘ Oh let«.ne look'at that. ’ After some time spent 
in this ways the young party began to w(*J^« more 
esdting gaines were projmsed; and they all sluned off 
to ‘hunt the hare.’ Now they were lively indeed, and 
scampered round and round the room like Wild creatures. 
Billy Holmes in fiarticular ran about, to the great'danger 
of the things in the room. At last, being hardly pressed by 
one of the little girls,‘'he dashed behind a table in the 
corner, which he knocked down, a'nd broke to pieces an 
Alabaster vase and glass cover. The noise at once alarmed 
them and put a stop to Adr mirth, and the distress of 
poor Charles was very great, for"he knew it was a favourite 
of his father’s. He began “to cry, sayihg, ‘ Oh what shall I 
do? Papa will hj^so angrr!’—‘Don’t cry,» dear,’ said 
Billy, ‘ 1 am very- sorry, indeed; hut you o.nn sajr the cat 
was frightened, and jumped upon the table and knocked it 
■^dWn.’ no,’ isaid Charles, ‘that would Jbe telling 

\ story, and I would suffer anything rathe* than tell a story; 
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and I am sure papa w&uld jbe m^re ^eved at^ teliing t 
stoiy than breaking the vase, for hi has often tdd nu 
alwajs to apeak the trudi, come vhat maj.’ 

“ The little «tory,” • said Mr. Steady, “was enfon^ bj 
many kind obserratioHs, and ■to this story 1 owe all my prS' 
ferment ;• it made a lafting impression on my mind, am: 
soon aft& r entered this house, I was accidentally phmed in 
circnmstaqpes which strongly tested my tmthfahiess. The 
story came to my aid, and 1 boldly avowed the whole t{uth 
—this so pleased my employers, that I soon rose in their 
estimatitm, and having practised trutl^fuluess all my life, I 
now enjoy their entire confidence.” M. 3. 


A PAGE FOR VOUNG* MOTHERS. 

THE,RAW APPLE, 

A SH 0 «T ti^e ago. I entered an oftiuibus,*the occupants 
of which were chiefly females. , Opposite>jne sat a clean, 
dark-eye^A^l^ug mother, of pleasing appearanoe, evidently 
a foreigner* She held on ^er knee an intere^tiilg little 
girl of two years old. The child’s eyes apd complexion 
were dark, lik, her own; but its littlt fingers were sadly 
attenuated, and its countenftme ^ry sickly. The child 
held in its hand a hard, grejn, raw apple, which it appeared 
to enjoy very much. After a renfhrk "or two about the 
child, 1 said to its mother, “ Why do you leed your baby 
with such unwholesome food ? You cannot expect l^er to^ 
be healthy; yon should not givh her raw apfdes,” The 
young mother replied, very fiinocently,* “ She likes them, 
ma’am, and she erica for thenf when she sees them.” 
“ Very likely,” rejoined f; “ ||at if you never gave them 
to her, she would never expect them. The stomach of so 
young a'child cannot d%est food of this kkiS. You might 
roast or take .tiiem, and "then they woflld be jeiy whie- 
some.” Very g<^d-humouredly the mother said, “ She is 
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not well, and, slie would, cry jf sW did not have them.” 
Further oonversatiAi was not* possible, for the conductor 
had forgotten to set her down at her destination, ‘and she 
was in great trouble how to'get back ; she was eventually 
put into the first retumma; omnibss, and 1 sew her no 
nore. 

I have often thought of this young mother slnSe. She 
was evidently a kind and careful mother. Xh® child’s 
do^hes, and especially its und^-garments, though old and 
£sde^, were scrupuloasly clean^ She looked at her pretty 
baby with pride an^ tenderness. She was endeavouring 
to Wake it hap^; and yet she was its greatest enemy, 
both naoraliy .and physically.' She was •mining her child’s 
health, by cramming it with indigestible trash, instead of 
wholesome foody* Sh^ exercised no moral‘discipline over 
it; and if that child li^ to grow up", it will probably have 
a sickly constitution, and an ill'a’egulated mind. ; Almost 
all mothers may give their childcen wlk>lesoine food. 
They may refuse <o gixe.them what th^ cry for. They 
may accustom them ^early to be denied wh^wa.. not good 
for tbeht v and these few apparently trifiing tilings would 
go* far as a. foundation for a rightly ordered education. 
Few mothers are too poor, or too ignorant to teach their 
children such little thfpgs sir^tSese. ,E. G. 

We have more raw apples iq store.—JE d. 


I FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. II. 

• “ And the name of Abram’s wife was,Sarai.”—Gen. xi. 29. 
■What an imjportant fetpsle character do tjiese few words 
iutrodnce to our notice. The “ princess’.* of Israel—^the 
mpther of OoS^s chosen people—she was, a; we'learn from 
Gen. XX. 12, the half-sister, as well as the of Abram.' 
Such marriages were common in the Eqst and in Egypt; 
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that they were, howev'er, contrary to the will of Gk)d, we 
gather from their being stntAly forbidiea to tihe Jews by 
the laws' of jjoses. .Abraham aid Nahor might be led to 
take their near* relations in marriage, to avoid any con¬ 
nexion with idolatrouif nations around them. Under the 
clear light of ChristianitjPthey ase plainly repugnant to the 
Word of God and the intere^s of morality and society. 

The cqmpanion of her husband’s heaven-appoinited 
wanderings, we find Sarah sharing his temporary sojdUi}i in 
Egypt. It appears that th^e eastern custom of veiling the 
face was practised even at that early period; and we cannot, 
therefore, acquit Sarah of a measure of personal vanity,^ at 
least of a neglect trf what was considered womanly delicacy, 
in exposing her teauty to the gaze af the voluptuous 
nobles. Mark’ the consequence of ,her efenduct—she was 
taken into, the palace'of Pharaoh^tp add to the number of 
his wivep, and only preserved from dishonour by the direct 
interference o/God. . We grieve ovet the equivocation of 
which Abrarn"was guilty; beforg God—“wha looks to the 
motive and^^tention of an act—^it v^as a lie. flow easily 
does man’» corrupt tiature tjprn into sin even the* purest 
and noblest affections of the human heart I Young wife, 
has God bestowed on you a fain* outside 7 Seek not the 
admiration of society; be %stisfiq9 with that of your 
husband, and let.yoar bqputy be to him a fire-side 
light. 

' Surrounded by wealth, servants! and possessing her 
.husband’s ardent love, Sarah had still one bitter ingredient 
in her cup of life—she had no Child. True, the promise 
had been given of a numeroits'race; but; as year after year 
rolled away without i^ fulfilment; Sarah, whose faith was 
far inferior to .^bram’s, became^rapatient at the delay, and 
she foolishly resolved to take her own means for «ccom- 
plishing.‘the Divine decrees. Do we speaif to any who, 
•like Sarafi, sit.by a lonely hearth, and. it may be, from 
amidst luxury and,splen(four, envy the cottage nsother the 
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HMy ehil<h^ who cling wowid her? Ah I try to hefiere 
your fee-tide Irould b<^ ie silent, if tbire Were not a 
needs be for it; the Itfnged-ibr gift has been withheld 
in meriy—perhaps to keep yon from idoWtiy;. . 

■ The blessing refused as yet to thS mistress was bestowed 
on the young Egyptian, and the wishes of Sarah seemed to 
be fulfilled; her joy, however, was of short duration. 
Hagar was nnable to conceal her pride; and, in her eleva¬ 
tion to be the second wife of her master, she foigot her 
respect for her mistress. W^uld that we could pass over 
the painftil scene which followed. Sarah’s haughty spirit 
oo&td ill brook the insults of her rival, and she unjustly 
accuses Abram as the author of her ttouble. Yielding to 
his love for her, die permits the womrfn he ought to have 
cherished to be.'expossd to Sarah’s rage, until the afflicted 
Hagar flees from the®'. Assured and comfort^ by an 
angel, she is cotumanded to i%tura and submit to her 
mistress—a seemingly hard task; but Hagaipb^s, and we 
do not read ofeany further violence. 

Foiled “in her ptteiiipi. to lorestal the, plwydence of 
God, By. His dire'ct refusal to accept Ishmael'ws the pro¬ 
mised seed, Sarah is, however, again assured that she 
should have a sonn—the "gracious promise was received, not 
with humble faith, ljut "With scornful laughter. Is she 
alone in her unbelief? Are there no mothers who, instead 
of resting gn the faitnful word of God for themselves and 
their children, look only at the obstacles—to their eyes, im¬ 
passable hindrances—to the accomplishment of that word. 
It would seem as if Saitoh’s unbelief gave way after the 
reproof of the angel, for wf arc told of her “faith” in 
Hteb, xi. 11. Our pen "taust rest now, or our paper will be 
too long. L. T. 

» MOTHEEi I AM DYING NOW-*’.’. 

Who does not^wisb to be in a world where all is perfec¬ 
tion, and love, and happiness—free ftpm ail sin, and its 
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consequences ? There ’is so.methjug very sootJiing in the 
thought, when looking upon a dear little suffering child, 
that it vHll soon be happy and perfect, in the fold of the 
good Shepherd.* 

Upon one of these •" little ones'” some friends were 
gazing. She was a podr'^little girl, crippled and deformed 
from hef birth. She was now seized with a disease which 
threatened, to remove her from a world where she bad 
suffered much. She was a very affectionate child, ani no 
word of complainiug had ever passed her lips. Sometimes 
the tears would come into her eyes, when slie saw in her 
presence children more physically blessed than herself at 
the thought of he» deprivation; but that was alV. She 
was so gentle, so considerate of giving pain, and so desirous 
to please all ai bund'her, that she Ijad endeared herself to 
every member of her family, an^ to all who knew her. 
At leng|h the progress of the disease was so rapid, it was 
seen sh^ couffl net .long survive. She grew worse and 
worse. One "higllt, in an interval of pain g^be called her 
motlier to„ ljer bedside and said, “^Mather, L am dying 
now. fhqpe I sliall’s'e yop and my brothers ftpd sisters 
in heaven. Won’t I be straight, and not a cripple, 
mother, whcnj get to heaven?”* And go the little sorrow¬ 
ing-child passed for ever awap 

Mother! djd yop ever thank God that your children are 
bom withoftt deftrmity? Or^if y*u afe nursing a little 
afflicted one, can you not rejoice in the thought that it 
shall be perfect and beautiful, when it walks the gqlden^ 
street, in the company of angels, and the arigel’s Lord? 
Are you training it for thalfhappy, perfect place? Are 
you going there yoursglf ? You Imve a map of the country, 
with a descrijitiou of its travelers; examine it, and by its 
aid examine your own walking; the foad is “ narrow,” 
but wide enough for two-—you, and your ^hviour. 
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FSAGMENTS FOB ^ABB MOMENTS. 

THOVOHTS BY AN OX.D DIYINC. 

Lord, I find the genealojjr of my Saviour strangely 
chequered with four rentarkable changes, in four imme¬ 
diate generations. First, Abia jsras Boboam’s son—that is, a 
bad father had a bad son; secondly, Asa was the son of 
Abi^-^a bad father and a good son; third, Josaphat was 
the son of Asa—a good father and a good son; fourth, 
Joram was the son of Josaphat—a good father and a bad 
son? I see, ‘Lord, from hence, that my father’s piety 
cannot ‘be entailed—this is bad news %r me; but I see, 
also, that actual unpiety te not always*" hereditary—this is 
good news for me. 

ATTRACTION AND REPULSION. 

There is hardly any bodily blemish ,whi^ sf winning 
behaviour willfHot‘conceal, or make tolerable—and there is 
no external' grace whiph ill-nature,jiride, or afiSCt»tion will 
not deform. 


CO^RAGE^ PIOUS MOTHER! 

A great and.,good .mstlrtaid, just before he.went to 
heaven—“The early religioust impressions made on my 
mind by my godly nfotheVr have followed me in all my 
wanderings through life.” Courage, then, good mother! 
, you.think your sphere of action humble and obscure, 
perhaps ; but you may be moulding a character that shall 
influence the world-through (ii^tant ages—work on in faith. 

HAPPINESS. 

Inward pea^ of mind, consciousness of integrity, and 
a satisfactory v?ew of our own conduct, are-circumstances 
very requisite to happiness. 
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ADDllESS AT A MATERNAL MEETING. 

’JCEMINlSCENCES. 

“ Life i»a^kn<3er thread, 

Like filmy gossamer. 

That floating o;^r bead, 

The slightest breath may stir. 

The waving bough—the autamu wind— 

But moves—and who the thread shall find ?” 

• 

Focrtf.f.n years ago, dear friends, we met in this very 
spot—a little band of mothers and teacfiers—to forrff our¬ 
selves into a Msternal Association. Well has <thc poet 
sung— 

“ We tato.no note of time'lmt by-its loss.'’ 

Prop liow many lips will the words issue. “ How fast 
the yeays hawe glided by! ”—And *thc quistion is asked, 
“Can it be-so Tong?” How varied. ar§^ the events 'by 
which we. measure this space of time. One wjll say, “Ah, 
it musf bj as long;" for niy dear girl-was au^infent then, 
and now she walks by my side as a bright companion. 
Yes, it must, be so.” Another will^say, “ Ah, I do re¬ 
member my precious bo^smas w'tth me then, but from 
the time he has lain in the tomb it inuk be so.” Then 
that mother gbes back to the sceac of* years flown by, as 
■though it were an occurrence of yesterday. Oh, what a 
world of hopes lies hearsed within his quiet gjave; “ I 

hoped he would have been myacomfort as I* passed down 
the vale of time. Yes, I jrell remember—it must be so.” 

“ And for the loVfed and lost, * 

Their mejnories movetis ak^onght else may move.” 

Another wfll exclaim—" Ah, both my dear parents 
were alive fourteen years-ago; but my revered and a'ffec- 
tionate fathef passed away from earth soon afi^er our first* 
meeting.” AnaifJjer tells us, “ I was aegirl then, and had 

VOL. vn. 
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B loving mother; but %heis gonh to heaven, and I am a 
mother now n?yself. Yes, i4 must be so^ loi^.” ' 

“ Ah, many a gentle word ’ 

Of precious counsel, aU too’long dfespis’ed, 

By memory now is stirred, 

And must be thought upon, and weighed and prized.” 

e . ' 

Then one in sable garb will say, “ I was then a happy 
wife; hut now I aVti written * widow,’ and my children 
‘ fatherless.’ Yes, it is fourteen years since we first met.” 

, “ Sorrow Lath laid its hand ou thee, 

Lone mourner of the dead! » 

And blanched the glow upon thy chSik, 

And bowcfi thy stricken head. 

Widow ! tlHiie is po commom woe, 

That briefly doth subdue 
The young soul’s buoyant happiness 

Witli thoughts of saddening hne.”_ 

• 

Alas ! how ms»y have fallen by our side •sinTle the com¬ 
mencement of our Association. We gathered strength by 
numbers as. .we passed along, and hubdreds of mothers’ 
and children’s names stand on our book—but where are 
many of them ? They have glided, one by one, from our 
midst; and now, in lod)jiu*-5,er the list of mothers, wt 
find scarcely one who—if herself living—bps not lost 
some dear ones. They at/e gone down to the dost of the 
grave; and some of them, whose lovely, beaming counte- ’ 
n^ces .would have told us of anything but of darkness and 
death fourteen'years ago. Eow many bright young spirits 
are gone through the'^shadowy Vale, leaving to us only the 
remembrance of their love ■and loveliness! Many a hitter 
cup has been put into the hi|pds of some qf us; we have 
oiben been called.to Veep with those who weep, and to'go 
.down to the briifitof the dividing river, cheering ths.pass- 
^.yoyi^, as long, as our voice could be heard, hnd in 
^Sirte wialung them* joy of th^ir bright it^erit BDCe, 
>dkm tbev had Das^d orer: and we hare amed. sarm&r. 
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How bejftitiful they loot ! ” eren when death had dashed 
the bfoom from the younj^ -chftek, and placed bis marble 
hand on the fair brow« 

“ Face to faje jire have gazed on death, 
la his regal pomp anfl sway; 

'When he had 8natc|ied the warering breath 
, trom the lovely form of clay. 

We have looked on him when nought was there, 

To waken fear or dread ; 

We saw no terror*nor fierce despair, • 

As we stood by their dying betJ.” 

We delight d*ell on the memory of some mothers, 
whom we hope 4> meet in heaven, wjio came here at oitr 
first meeting, careless and unconcerned as to themselves 
and ^hcir children ; but who with dying Kps thanked God 
for Maternal Associations. At these anniversaries the 

dead seem claim a share *in our jrecolledions, and we do 

# 

not like they.%hould be forgotten. should they? 

They live yet—far or near, tliey are living^ still; and for 
aughf we**know, may be taking S deeper interest in our 
meeting this evening, and longing for some heart,to be 
touched, so^ as to be from henceforth prepared to dwell 
with them in their heavoijj; jjom*. They are only passed 
into Another state of existence. Thh dream of life is 
over with thfem, but thiy have .awakened in everlasting 

■ . * 

Some of us can say, “ Joseph is not, and there is no 
Benjaminbut wc shall have them restored to us agafh 
in the city of the golden §t»eets. 

“ Oh bapp](—happy laud ! in thee 
Shines,the unv^ed Divinity; 

There happy souls, wtom death may sever. 

Shall meet to mingle joys for ever.’’, 

Bnfwhy were our dear ones taken ? Ah 1 why? Thrare 
is no voice to answer ;*but listen,*! will read % page to thb 
point. 
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AftDRESS AT A MATESNAI, .MEETING. 


. THE HAND THAT SAVES BS. 

' Two paittters were employed to fresco the walls of a 
magnificcDt cathedral. Both 'stood 6n a rude scaffolding, 
some forty feet from the floor. ‘ One of them was so intent 
,updh his work that he bA:ame wholly absorbed; and in 
.admiration stood off from thee picture, gazing at it with 
intense delight. Forgetting where he was, he moved 
slowly ,.back, sun-e'ying critically the work of his pencil, 
until he had neared the edge of .the plank upon which he 
stood. At this fritkal moment his companion turned 
suddenly, and, almost frozen with horror, hehcld his immi- 
^nent peril. Another instant, and the en^usiast would be 
precipitated upon ^the ])aveihent beneath. If he spoke to 
him it would be certain death; if* he hpl'd his peace, death 
was equally sure. Suddenly he regained his presence of 
mind, and seizijig "a wet b.rusji, flung it agk’nst tlic wall, 
spattering the beautiful picture with unsightly blotches of 
colouring. Tlfl?pafnter flew forward, and turned upon hk 
friend with fierce upbraidings; but.cStartled at his ghastly 
face, he listened to "his recital 6f danger, looked* shudder¬ 
ing over the dread space below, and with tears of gratitude 
blessed the hand thdt saved hinj. 

Just so it is with us. «"We^metimes get absorbed upon 
the pictures of our homes, and in coif^emplqting them 
step backwards, unconscious of our peril; when our 
heavenly Father dashes out the beautiful images, to draw 
f’.s into His anns of compassion and love. We had house¬ 
hold gods, but we did not know it till they were taken 
away; or wje were resting upon* an arm of flesh, and our 
heavenly Friend would not that vfe should have the 
“ curse ” of tho^e who do this ; therefor6 Be dashed out 
the beautiful froan our pictures, causing us to stand still, 
and .remember tBat He is God. 

^ But, dear friend^ let us speak tc^oor own hearts. Here 
we are, still spared^ Let us praise our €ted, and resolve in 
His strength to be more alive than ever, m our work; and. 



THEY AEE PASSED OVER JOBDAK- 
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oh, let us (raia our tender plants that remain to us up- 
ward», that they may shine iij the life-giving rays of the 
Sun of Righteousness, We seem to be on the eve of sift¬ 
ing and ■ momeatou| times. Oiir sons and daughters— 
jes, and our Sabbatl^school children too —will be the 
men and. women of those times. Let us, as mothers and 
teachers, train our charge to endure hardness, as good 
soldiers of Jesus Christ. Let us fix firmly in their young 
minds the simple, saving truths of the Bible, that wWbn the 
battles of life are over, #e, with them, niay join the Cap¬ 
tain of onr salvation, and shout—vittory, victory, victory, 
on the plains of the celestial city, through the bSod of 
the Lamb. , 


THEY ARE PASSED'OVER JORDAN. 

. THEifare gone to rest— 

They have gone o’rr,ibe darR desf tide, 
,Wliieh the earth and heaycn divides^ 

I Through whiqli we too must go. 

Down to the Jordan’s brink we went. 
Cheering the loved, t^e dying saint; 

They passed-i^nd fcH.no Voe. 

Th^ are gone to rest— 

• Scmiolovely inihnts reached tjie tide. 
Sinking as into sleep tliey died, 

Nor grieved, nor felt a fear; 

One faredell smile, and they were pastf 
One gentle sigh, it nlis tlie last; 

Tliey sailed ivilbout a tcai. 

They are gone to rfst— 

^ lovely yourii, wi^i eaniest bsow, 

Drew near the dark, deep river now, 

"Nor mourned his shortened rac*. 

“Jesus is mine,” he nobly eriedt 
“ Mine tlie §doi'«d—tiie^cruclfied— 

1 go to see His face.” , 



•SS the first year of the mabriace. 

They wa gone to resk— 

A mother to the’river’s brinlc, 

Bound to earth many a link, 

Came down with kindling eye. ‘ 

A blood-staineS cross iihe held and pressed. 
Which stilled tbe^hrobbiRgs ol'her breast— 
She passed to joy* on high. 

They are gone to rest— 

The Tictor’s wreath, on many a brow. 
Appears amidst the glories now 
Of heaven’s eternal rest; 

While palms of victory they wave. 

They sing of triumph o’er thp grave; 

With Jesus they are blest. 

Decemher, 185;!. i ^ 


THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAG|1. 

“ In the beginning of your journey neglect not thp.favonrof'heaven.” 

“ You arelaler than ustidl, Henry,” said the young wife, 
as she lopkeS up at hef’ beloved and-good-looklAg husband, 
who had jiist entered his neat cottage. “ Am I, Polly ? 
Well, maybe I am; one cannot be answerable for a few 
minutes one way or anqther”^jMrs. Judd looked up again 
at her husband, ‘evidently surprised, and a flush ‘passed 
over her cheek. . ^ 

“ You seem a bit put oftt, Polly,” Henry continued; 
“ now we had better begin as we intend to go on, as the 
^eopl» say; so, as the ainjiversary of our wedding is not 
come round, we can form any plans we like.” “ Plans, 
dear^” exclaimed Polly, “ I thought we had made all our 
arrangements for years to come,,unless Providence caused 
us to alter them.’' ProvieRnce, eh! why, ntf, not just like 
that; I think J'shall spend an hour or two of an evening, 
now. and then, among some of our men j one can’t,i.as they 
t say, be tied-up to one’s .wife’s apror>-strings I’* “• Oh, dear 
Henry, 1 am sorry .to hear yon say this,*’“htplied the young 
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THE FlBsf YE;U 09-THE 

wife, taking up a book -that % by bet aide, " I thought 
you would haEP liked, to finish ihk to me this evening; I 
have not even peeped into, it since I sat down, though 
I longed to know the ending.” 

“ Well, well, there is no time now for reading; ’tis too- 
latp, and I wUnt to talk to you. In the first place, there’s 
a present for you—a bright half-crown to put in jrour 
pocket for your own use; the great folks, I think, call a 
wife’s own money, ‘ pm money;’ but you can buy any¬ 
thing to eat, drink, or wear with it, PollyT for one doe.Wnot 
like just to be selfish ; and if I like to spend, a shilling all 
to myself, why, you can do the ^ame you see, and I like to ’ 
see my wife tt little matter smartish toft, particularly if 
one’s comrades happen to call; so you can get a new cap 
or ribbqn.” “Thank you, Henry, I do not want any¬ 
thing ; I^havaplenty^to last me.”' "-Well, you are to have 
it, and spend it .fts you like; afid I will spgud mine in a 
mug of porter with Sam and Charles^ and get a.chat about 
business%t tPe same tiiSe.” 

“Oh, dear! what has come to you, my dear Henrj*?” 
said Polly, and a tear rushed to her eye^ " your wages will 
never allow of this, and our "knppineBS will be at an end; 
who canTiave been persuading you to do tfiis ? ” “ Ah, as 

to that, nobedy.* Wow let us have«upper and be off, ’tis 
getting late.” “Won’t.you read a chapter first in the 
Bible, as you are accustomed to do, Henry?” ,“Why, 
no, I don’t think I will to-nights I shall go* up stairs 
soon, and then you can rea<i it to younself if you like— 
one’s mind is not always just fit to read Bibles.” * Silently 
the astonished wHfe prepared .the supper,, and saw her 
husband depart*"up stairs.” sSe felt like one in a dream, 
who has suddenly lost a beautiful tdakm, thjtr awakes to a 
$nse of overwMming dkappointiaent, aifiiost amountii^ 
to agony. 



A PAGE POR, YOUNG MOTHERS. 

ItOSS BAvr AFFE.ES. 

I WAS relating last month bo% I met a poor German 
.woman, who was feeding her child with nnrjpe fruit, t 
dare say many a mother has said, as she read of it, “ How 
could she be so foolish! I never do such things! ” Are 
you quite sure ? You feel, I doubt not, that while your 
baby is weak and tender, yon should not only feed it with 
whalesome food, 4ut ‘that you should give it nothing of a 
contrary tendency. But your child 'has another life to be 
* fed, besides its bgdily lifcj—the soul ^eeds food. Your 
child’s mind is opening day by day; with.what are you 
feeding it ? Most children that I have known have had 
their infmt minds storecl with tr/tsh of all sorts. *I knew 
one large family, wheae the under-nurse w'as'l^nd of singing 
songs, and. the lipt thing the children learned was to lisp 
them too—were not tlie'se like raw apples? My own 
earliesb repollections Sre connected'with trite* and foolish 
nursery ditties heard from the nurses, and* fairy tales 
related by visitors.^who ^pew no better how to amuse me; 
—these raw apples,. Iido n^Lw at. did me much harm. 

I knew a litfle boy, whose father was a gentleman of 
most fastidious -delicaicy and? propriety, •ahd yet, from 
getting occasionally into company with the stable-boy, he 
learned, to use the most profane language, before he was 
old Enough to know hojyVicked it was—this was worse 
than green fruit, i^ was downright poison. And yet, how 
msmy molbers let theii; little ones stray for hours in the 
stree,^ and lanes, where they kqow Sot what company they 
keep. Mothtt! •do your Utmost to keep yfinr little child’s 
]piad free fiop sin and folly, and to fill up the room thus 
|!^ined with God’s Word and hymns, with good principles, 
^ipd, ahqve all, vnth good examjrl.es. Wisdom is required, 
and judgment. •' Begin with little stqHes from Scripture. 
Give them at first in your own language, if you can. 
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Make them very short and pmple. Bfpeat them over and 
over agajn. Sometimes read theid in Scripture language. 
Make it a treat to bear of Jesus. Choose principally 
such hymns as s{)eak 0 / 'Him/sach^as tiiese:— 

“•Jesus, who rdlgUs aboveithe sky.” 

•“Jesus, that cqiidescendmg King.” 

• “Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour.” 

“Lo! at noon, ’tis sudden night.”* 

“ There’s a miwsage of love. 

Come down from above.” 

“ When Jesus Christ w’as here belo^.”_ 

“ I think j^en I read that sweet story of old.’^ 

Several of these Synins, with Inany mbre, may be found 
in a little penny book, prepared by Mr. tlurwen ; and in 
aiiothe^ called “Hymns for Children.” Choose your 
times; make tAe-food jJleasant; sweeteh i^with smiles; 
speak 0 ? Jesus vytb* love and pleasure. You may say, 
“ I fear my child is not converted,—the?e things would be 
distastefiil.”«Jlot so, ifjrou begin so^n enough-^the infant 
mind,, befftre sinful habits? and an eril conseicbee are 
developed, feels not the enmity which is often brought but 
later. You may feed the young'mind and infant imagina¬ 
tion oa these things, and y'diHt: cliild .will like them. 
But if you mnlje *he mist|ke of thinking it is too soon 
to begin with spiritual teaching, add tUat you had better 
pave the way with nursery rhymes and other trash, you 
• will find not only that you have lost the fairest and^ost 
favourable opportunity one human being ever has of 
iufiuencing the mind of atfolher, but klso that you have 
heeacrammiug it wi*h sour apples till its appetite is 4ost 
for wholesome food. I ^as*«eminded of this yesterday 
morning, on being awakened by a little ‘fellow at my side, 
who had‘crept out of his crib at daybreak—“ IMamma,” 
‘said he, “what ia that about ‘ Heigh diddle diddle, and the 
cow jumping ovfi^the moon?’” Isud, “Do you believe that 
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Aatj, dear? Do y«B thitikiMt cow^cver cjm jmnpfflrer 
tbe Kiwm ? ” *' Yes, 1soa.” “ And dot you .si^pcwe 
that dishes can run away with spoons?’^ “Yes, mamma.” 
“What a stupid childJ” you will^exclaim. 'Very well, 
your children may be wiser ; bp| jrhat I should think of 
great importance is—are you wiser than to (each your 
children all the nonsense yon learned when you were a 
child? Time is^short. Your child may die'this year. 
Do 411r you can for hini while you have him. Work while 
it is day, lest darkness come upon you ; and pray for God’s 
ble|^ing on yous labours aud mine, in teacfaiiig our little 
ones. E. G. 


tHE HIDING PLACE. ’ 

My dear children, do ‘ you know what is meanl; by a 
hiding place ?t Perhaps you will wonder" vJhy I ask you 
such an easy question, and will answes—“Oh,' yes. It 
means a placOo ?iide in.' We all know that, because we 
often play at hide-and-seek.” Well,* J want yt/U tc find me 
all the texts in the Bible ahoht hiding—people who hid 
away, and the places in which they were hidden. I am 
sure you cannot thfiik howuyjpy passages you will be able 
to find, until you look lor them. However, before you 
begin your searchj let us t,,lk <a little ivjiile “about hiding' 
places, and especially aboutfc-The Hiding Place of whom % 
am going to write. 

' A •little boy was one^day walking with bis mother 
through a back street, in which were a number of empty 
carts, when he suddenly asked her whether, if a wild bull 
were to come in their way, she would get info one of the 
empty carts for’shelter? otiis mother‘replied, that she 
did not think an open cart would be a good hiding place, 
an4 after they “ returned home, she found him % text in 
, Ipaiah (I dare say'you will look % it) which says, " The 
.Itoin shall‘sweep a wav tiie refuee of lifts, and tl» waters 
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shall merflsw the hfi^ng ^ace.”. SHl»ly this was ■% very 
in»afe'hidiftg place, for it-waild be swept away la 
very first storni. 

Again, 1 remembew reading in the Bible of some kings, 
who hid .away in a cttvfi, and were taken out and potato 
death. That was not a safe hiding place. 

Yon have read of the' flood which destroyed the wicked, 
and of Noah who was preserved in the ark. Now^ you 
will agree with me, that this was, indeed, a safe "hiding 
place. 

My dear children, we are all sinners—yes, all o®»us. 
It is written in Gpd’s holy word, that He .is angry with 
the wicked every day, yes, and ithat He> will pnnish them 
too. Yet, 6o'd is mercifid as well jusf, and He himself 
has appointed a hididg place; so jrou may be sure it is a 
safe one. Jesijs Christ, •God’s well beloved Son, He is the 
“ Man yho shall- Ije for our Hididg Place.” Yes ; and 
who is, and haS long—long been th» only safe hiding 
place. There are some persons wh^ know that they have 
sinned, Sn^ Reserve tlie anger of God,-and yet. they wiU 
not go to Jesus for safety and pardon. They hope t« be 
saved by their own good works; bu^ do you remember 
poor Christian in the “Pilgtiml* progress,” when he was 
going t» try^ this^ and was so frightened by the flames 
which burst ffoiti Mount Sinai? «No, "dear children, we 
have not kept God’s law, and we can never be sheltered by 
our own obedience. “And justice cries with frow#iing face 
—this mountain is no hiding place.” Thete is but one 
safe hiding place for sinners, sand that ia Christ Jesus. 

“ On Him ^e tenfold vengeance fell, 

That must have sunk a world to hell; 

He*bore it for the sinftl race, • 

And thos became their hiding place.'’* 

We read, is Hie book ©f the Revelation, that there wiU 
be some, by-hnd-by, who will call on the jocks and 
uoue^ins to filll Hp them and hide theme “ from the wrath 
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of^t^ie LamJj.” Ye8,*d«^ itrhildAn, from the iprath of the 
blessed Lamb of God, who#hed His blood for ms, fhi* mre 
Blight be safe in this very storm of God's anger, "iiWcli 
will be so dreadful. May you giid i \e sftfe in this Hidihg 
Plspe now, even now; and jhen n<b storm, no tempest, not 
even the last of all, can hurt us. 

Oxford. Maet., 


HOME SUNSHINE CLOUDED. 

“ Boast not of to-morrow.” 

Tue mornitig of the third Saturday in November, 18.53, 
dawned as usual, on the peaceful home of a pious pair— 
the self-same sun which had cheered, them for fifty years 
peeped in to give his ustlal welcome. The fire blazed— 
the kettle sang—the ^mily gathered rouD(f*^he domestic 
altar, and then separated, each going to tlicir .usual'employ¬ 
ment, familiaT indeed as' household things—the same 
duties hsid been done for years. Tke. scener.wnroimd had 
grown under their eye,- and the hedge under the window 
had become tall and thick, so as almost to shut out the 
smiling meadow frotn t]ie othy. side; the tops of the fruit- 
trees, planted as laplings Sy their own hands, now towered 
high, and often had they hailed the spring ..buddings with 
joy. The little study, too,- of the good man, hung with 
portraits of departed worthies, looked still the same. A 
' neat 'cottage, of a wedded daughter stood hard by, all just 
as usual, where tears of sympathy and sadness had often 
mingled. 

The day passed on ; there was ndlhing to distinguish it 
from other days; yet was it soon to become the saddest 
of all days to' that fkmily. Cheerfulness and apparent 
better health marked one dho had long been the,, joy and 
the binding hope df tl\e family. were the* feet of the 
still messenger of woe hard by. He seatered the house 
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unseen, pnhesrd, and stralthilr followed sictim to her 
ch«Lmber, and in a moment deal? the biW which finished 
mortal existence, but opened to the wife and mother eternal 
life. The first intimadon the dear ones below had of the 
great dark cloud that haS alightbd upon them was from 
the sound as of a heavy fall j—they hastened up, but only 
to view a'lifeless corpse. Most effectually had the de¬ 
stroyer done his work;—not a muscle* moved—^t a 
single sigh escaped ;—the heart beat not;—life was extin¬ 
guished in a moment, and the spirit s^tood before the 
throne! But it was prepared ; the beautiful consistAcv 
of a long life '^ve good assurance to ^he stricken 
mourners that.it had entered on6 of thoSe mansions which 
the Redeemer prepared foi" His faithful fmlowers,—absent 
firom.tfie body, present with the irord. 

MotKer! Father! we have set before ^ou a solemn 
scene—if truthful feality. The bereaved husband still 
survives, a faithful ambassador of .the cifess, whose bead is 
whitened by^eighty summer suns, who for forty-nine years 
was comfolted and encouraffed by the affection anJ counsel 
of the deceased. A few days after her death he writes 
thus :—“I am now a man exjierimaital knowledge. I 
am cut in two. The union IS dissolved; the knot is 
untied ; the bpir^t*is fled, to return no more ; the separa¬ 
tion is accomplished;—I an» notlfrienSless, but alone,— 
smitten, wounded, and in anguish. You will give me 
credit for saying, it is the greatest trial I have ever kiiown 
but I would not alter the thing if I could. The hand that 
did it was guided by wisdofn and goodness.” .Say, would 
sudden death be sudden glory to you? Are you prepared 
to die? You know not, an^more thamthe individual of 
whom you have been reading, what tliis-day may bring 
forth. iPnt not away the.solemn questiDn,»we beseech you. 
Resolve this* awful di^bt, and ever remember that Jesus 
Christ is able toisave unto, the very uttermost ali who come 
to God through rfim. M. B. 



A MOTHER’S RBSPONSIBILITY.—No! 11.. 

What responsibility rests xm «s bs mothers I'-iand how 
important that we should donsteudy and earnestly, both 
at home and at oar Matdhml Meetings, iinplpre'b,elp from 
bearen to enable us to trahit these dear ones in the right 
way! Mothers have to guide these immortal beings during 
the most important period of their lives. They are to live 
in a world of intelligence to all eternity. For a tiroc-f 
perhaps through a long life—they are to dwell on the earth, 
coiltinually exerting an influence for good or evil on all 
arouind«them^ They are exposed to si^ vice, and disorder 
on every hand; tlleir characters are formed in the midst of 
many evil inflnences ; they will ^ow up blessings or curses 
to themselves, their friends, their race; and when they have 
passed away fjpm‘earth they are to live throd^ an unknown 
period of retribution, according to their worlc on the earth. 

What choNKterl they, shall form—what general course 
they are to* take—what dangers tl*ey shall atperience or 
escape—^wtiat 'good or evil thby shall do in tlfe world— 
wbitt blessings or curses the}' shall be to mankind—what 
death they shall ditf—wha’t h^piness or misery they shall 
experience after ^eath*—flepends in a great measure on 
their early training, their education, th^jnaifner in which 
they are treated by tlfeir f«irents, but more particularly 
by the mother. We are the natural' teachers and guardians 
.of these immortal beings during the first years of life, and 
we hre teaching them always— every moment in the day, 
by our wo.rds, looks, actions,’ and example. God has 
plact'd them in our hands, and He'*tequires us to take 
proper care of fhem,—not oof their bodies‘only, but of 
their souls; and among all the other accoants which He 
yrill call us to rettder of our stewardship, riiis is one of the 
jgg^test importance. In our next^papers OTfthk euhjeOt 
iire riiaii glance at the o^aracters of two mothers, and the 
resiflt of their diffeivnt and varied training. 



Servants and masters.—No. i. 

M.OTUAt DEPENDANCE. 

“Okdek is heaTcn’s'fifst law,” sings the poet; «n4 
sajs the apostle, “ Let all things be done decently, and ii 
order.” 

Were it not for this mutnal understanding amongst th( 
inhabitants of the world, how could its multifarious tT^s- 
actions progress with any approach to regularity anc 
comfort ? But so it is, and the various gr&dps of societf. 
with more or les$ ^f occasional grumblings^ find, tbeii 
respective places. TJhere are the ^igh and the low—thoM 
of station, rank, w «alth, and influenceand those ol 
industry—the sons of toil. One occupying the position oi 
employers, the ojhers of employed. It is .one of the most 
interesting studies" ilmt can occupy 4he befievolent and 
philanthropic in iheir thoughtful moods — the mutual 
dependance of these two classes; they seem, to form 
as close ahd^necessary a*connpxion as theumembejs of the 
human body. “ The head cannot say to the hands, I have 
no need of thee ; nor the hands to,the fe^t, I have no need 
of theeall are necessary t»i.thg,wpll-being of each, and 
it is when each is^ enabled to discharge faithfully its 
peculiar funotioiT, the machftie work# harmoniously, with 
ease and comfort. So is.it witR society ; and he shall be 
a benefactor of his race who can contribute in tl^e least 
degree to effect this object, and induce both sections of the 
population to feel as the pjeanbers of.the body in the 
Scripture illustration. This is partially recognise'd, but^t 
is to be feared only partially—too oftep masters are 
regarded as tyrants, and servants treated as slaves; the 
one wrings from the unwilling labourer the ^treme of his 
-cjjtim—th# other withholds as much as possible the master’s 
due. But .how sad is each a stat* of things 1,Neither 
party is happy ifi .his position — canitot be; — when 
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suspicion and distrust- exist on either sid^, or on both, 
misery is the resultt * 

How differ«it the theory of-a bene^folent master and 
faithful servant! The'’one toxious’to do what is necessary 
to make his servant happy—tHh servant reciprocating the 
feeling, and carefully filling pp his. measure of dtfty. And 
why is it not so? The employer is essential to his 
servants. 'WhAre can the labourer look for means to pay 
his labour ? He must look to the man who has money. 
Equally dependant.is (he employer ; for money would be 
dhavailable, -were it not for the muscle and sinew of the 
working mp : this is his capital—orally respectable and 
equally necessafy to the good of sW. The industrious, 
pains-taking working man has it ill his power to fill a 
Station commanding as much sincere esteem *.‘rom his 
contemporaipes'as his wealthy* emjiloyerv whilst the em¬ 
ployer has it in his power to conciliate, b^ kindly interest 
in his welfare, hSs depeadant's good will. 

■Why sliould heart-burnings cxjgt ? Why, ^.t every change 
in public affairs, should these elasses be found in fierce 
dhtagonism—too often ready to proceed to deadly injury? 
It is because this mutual depcndance is not recognised or 
thoughtfully negardtdr- Could each but see their own 
interest in peaceful solutionq,of thein disagreements—less 
of commercial avarice 05 the one hand, and less of con¬ 
temptuous distrust and suspicion on the other—it could he 
done ;* but it is human nature, and the only effectual 
remedy is the Gospel of the grace] of God—this is the 
grand panacea—^he precious solvent. Let but this oil he 
poured on the troubled waters, «e should soon hear of 
peace. A kind feeling o^' mdtual interest,,would spring up 
-nUpd' all would feel their interests identified with the 
pisSBp'erity ofi-each other. May the Lord hasten it in His 
me! 

We Shall hope to give illustrations jp our next. 

J. 0 . V. 
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SYMPATHY FOR* fiABIES. 

I HAVE obtained the name of " Fidget,” just because I 
cannot bear to have my*darling jumhled on the knee until 
the room shakes again f «r because I must place a little 
pillow at its- back in the cradle; or because I must have it 
handled gently; or because I could not let it lie on its arm 
until it.was numbed. I remember, when I was very young, 
dropping in an unexpected visitor at my elder brother*s*— 
a body had also become a sojourner the day before. 

There was for me no alternative but to sharp the nursais 
bed fpr tliat night., ^hebabe was restless, and^never,shall 
I forget the thumps ib received on the back/ while the nurse, 
half asleep, sat‘up in bed!—No doijbt th# child was ill. 
I begged, next night, ttf take it to mj^own room; and though 
it was not quieten yet it was spared the jar-of back-patting, 
and the m§ther>heaiid pot its cries.' Itf died in a few days. 

Not many evenings ago I was in a sicktchaiqber, where 
a nurse had taken an iutant eight or nine days ojd out of 
bed, to uD^rgss and dreSs it for the night. ■ “ Do stay and 
see the babe undressed,” whispered the anxious mother. 
I did so, and should have been sorry to jjpe mine handled 
after, that fashion at six mdfiths.. It wants rubbing,” 
said the nurse., “ Y^-s, but it is very tender,” said I. “ Is 
its skin wholS 7 Skid the tremblingsmother. It was not 
actually broken, but it was red, and looked as if it must 
smart, while the little creature was held over a basin ^ to 
wash, and then was dried with a tbwel almost as coarse as 
huckaback. Oh, poor infante 1 how often has my heart 
ached to see how little J^hose who have the care of them 
sympathise with thejr feebleaesa>^d their delicacy. 

A “ Fidget!” I deprecate the obnoxious. name, yet I 
never could; since I have been a mother, let Jiftlc children 
alone, no illatter whose theyibay be, if thqr pre suffering only 
these “ little inconvenimtcA,” as they^ue called. Mothers, 
conld yon only se*e»what your little opbs often suffer! 
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SYMPATHY FOR ?ABIES. 


Ho.w important, if yoa have a HHrse-m^id, &at she should 
be a well-trained young woman, to help yon to mould the 
bodies of these little supple things, and fhen, perhaps, she 
would help you to train the mind*aIso. How careful most 
families are to hare a first-rate cool^ while those dishes which ' 
are to last for ever, are convnitted to the care of inferior 
‘‘artistes.” Mothers! ought these things so to-be? S. S. 

'While we sympathise with the babies, do not let us 
■withhold our sympathy from baby nurses; as a specimen, 
i»ad the foUp^Wng:— 

> jwe, FAT BABY AND ITS FBUH, NURSE. 

A little boy—‘Still little—was trotting to and fro, bent 
on one side, and .considerably affecteJd in his knees by the 
weight of a large bab^i, which he was snpposcdlj* hushing 
to sleep. But, oh 1 the inexhbustihk legions of contem¬ 
plation and watchfftlness into which the bhby’s, eyes were 
then only Jbegifcning t^ compose themselves to stare over 
his uncoHsciouB shoulder. It was a very. Moloch of a 
baby,'-o« whose insatiable altar the'whole exisitence of this 
particular young brother was offered up a daily sacrifice. 
Its personality isay be "said to have consisted in its never 
being quiet in ^any 6Be-T)la<!e for five consecutive minutes, 
and never going to sleep when required. , 

This baby was well-known in the neighbourhood as 
the postman. It roved from door-step to door-step in the 
ar,ms -of little Johnny, and lagged heavily at the rear of 
troops of'jnveniles, who followed the “ tumblers,” or the 
“ monkey,” and'came np kll on one side, a little too late 
for any thing that was '-attractive, fj'om Monday morning till 
Saturday night. Where^’cr childhood congregated to play, 
there was litfte Moloch, making johnny fag and toil. 
Wherqver liohnny desired to stay a little, Moloch becaaie 
'fractious, and, would not remain. WheneWr Johiroy' 
wanted* to go ouf, Moloch ‘Was %sleep, and must be 
watched. Whenever Johnny wanttd to stay at home, 
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Moloch was wmke, asd nqst’fas talKH out Yet, JoitHi^ 
was easily pervaded it was a fiuJltless baby, without its 
peer in the realm of EnglaBdand was quite content to 
catch meek glimpses of (faipgs in general from behind its 
.skirts, or oyer its limp flitp^g boanet, and to go stagger•• 
. ing about with ‘it, like a very little porter with a very large 
parcel, which was not directed to anybody, and could 
never be delivered anywhere. C. D., 

[This picture of Johnny and Moloch makes one laugh 
. outright; but, alas! who has not passed many such frail 
little nurses in the streets, and deeply sympathised with 
them ? Mother, young, busy mother! your little, boy or girl 
. may be deformed andnnjured for life by constantly nursing 
the heavy fat baby. • Give yonr littlp Johnny some rest 
and play.w-Eo. 1 

.“TWO IN HEAVEKk” 

• 

• You have two children,'’ said I. “ I have .four,’’ was 

the reply'; “ two on earth—twoinlieaven.’’ There spoke 
the mother. ^ ^till hers* only “ gone before 1 • Still 

•remembered, loved, and cherished by the hearth and at the 
board. Their places not yet filled, evgi though their 
successors draw life from the %Bme, ^^thfril breast Where 
their dying heads ^erc pillowed. “Two in heaven!’’ 
safely housed froifi Storm and* tempesi—no sickness tliere 
—no drooping head—nor fading eye—nor weary feet; by 
the green pastures, tended by the Good Shepherd, Jinger 

* the little lambs of the heavenly fold. “ Two in heaven! ” 
Earth le^ attractive—eternity nearer-.-invisible cords 
drawing the maternal sopi upwards. Still small voices 

/ever whispering “Come!’’* to.^the world-weary spirit. 

“ Two in heaveni ’’ Mother of angels! walk eofUy! holy 
eyes watch,ihy footsteps!—cherub forms ben^ to listen— 
keep thy spirit free from Hapffo-foiHt —-m rfialt thou go to ‘ 
them, though they may nonreturn to <thee.—Fnoia.J’aaay 
Fern's “Portfolio." 
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FRAGMENTS FOB iSFABE MOMENTS. 

• TBDTH. 

Seize upon truth where’er ’tie founil, 

Atnoug you{ friends, ain^g your foes-; 

On Christian or oh beatljpi^ground, 

The flower’s l)iTioe where’er it grows.' 

• • t 

CLOUAY DATS. 

The clouds that intercept the heavens from us, come 
nett from the heavens but from the earth. 

VERY ANGRY. 

Hannah More says—“Be certain that whenever you 
are Very angry, you are very much itt’the wrong.” 

• c <■ 

. HOME. 

There blend the ties that strengthen 
Our hearts in hours of grief; 

The silver links thai lengthen. 

Joy's visits when most.brief. ’ 

Then dost thou sigh for pleasure? 

0, do not widely roam ! 

But seek that hi^lden 'ireasure 
At home—dear home! 

We one cloy satv a little school-girl’s pocket-book, and 
at the top of one pf the j^ages was written “ Home,” in 
large letters, find underneath a number of figures to be 
crossed ofiF, as the time of being at scliool decreased. Ah! 
we thought, here is a Ksson for the Christian mother. 
First, she should make “ Home ” the happiest place on 
earth ; secondly, she should write “Heaven is my home,” 
at the top of every page in her daily pocket-book. 

NO'TICES OF BOOKS. • 

The following books, reeeWed as we w-ere 'goiag to press, will be 
noticed next nmiith:— 

Mint Corner’ia Scriptural Hittory. 

'^utoMography pf a Five Pound Note, 
journal of HeaUk. '■ ’■ 

Bauner of Hope^Almauae. 
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A MOTHER’S IlESPONSIBILITr— No. III. 

Mbs. llAyLEss Imd herself been* brought.up by a careless, 
thoughtless inodier; anti no marvel that, when sJie became 
a wife, she walked in h?r foot-print* Our motto is, “ They 
walk in the way of thmr'mothef.” Her infants, as they 
were gi^en' to her, one aftej another, to tlie number of 
seven, were “ dragged up," as Lamb calls it, instead of 
trained ; there was no training in her house, (save, indeed, 
in the ways of wickedness.) The little creatures moved 
around her, full of activity, inquiry, energy, exertion,^ 
motion,—with retentive memories, and attention eaSily 
roused in the new-world of their fresh existence; but there 
was no wise guidiftg hand for <them, no prayer went up 
from that mother’s? heart for them, and no lisping voice 
was tawght the name of Jesus ip that home. Nature’s 
wild commoneM they rollfned abroad, ignorant as the wild 
ass’s colt 

• Again and a|;ain did the Sabl^th-schtiol tsacher, js he 
passed her j^oor, looldng after the, outcasts, heg her to 
allow some»of the poor little wanderers to enterhN class; 
but the only reply he conld get was,—" Mind your oavn 
business; my children don’t want any your learning.” 
AVhen the tract-distributor ^9lleAt®*Ieav^ one of his little 
messengers cf mescy, she ^would say, “ There’s no use 
leaving your trash here—thoi^h y8u are paid for it; for 
n'one of us can read, nor. don’t mean to learn.” When the 
.good minister called and expostulated with hea on, her 
duty to attend a place of worship* the reply was, “ I am as 
good as my neighbour.” i^o marvel'that, with such a 
mother, the poor children were assdestitute of right feelings 
as herself;—they, were eftrly* accustomed to all sorts of 
deceit and pilfering ways, and often would.she commend 
them when fragments of wood were brougiTt home from 
theneiglSbourJs hedge or pile, without asking as to where 
they had procuftd,it; afld if the father ventured* a remark 

VOL. VII. D 
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on the subject, she would‘sikn^ him bjr tt|{ag, " Eat 
your morsel in peace, my good matt, by a g(»d fire, and 
askfUO questions.” And so great was her jnflaenoe over 
her husband, that if the ^|ttle ones a^ed. him to solve any 
difficulty for them, he woqld reply,. “Go% and ask your 
mother.” 

At the age of fifty, Mrs. Rayiess b^ame a widow, and, 
like a bnllock uni^pcustomed to the yoke, she cned and 
murmbiftd at her “lot,” as she called it. She had never 
sought God, either for herself or her family,.and now she 
ifas Jossed about* on the ocean of life like a vessel in a 
storm, almost a wreck. Now, indeed, mi^fat it be said that 
•her sorrow commenced; a home of poverty and wretched¬ 
ness, filled by disobedient and ungodly children, was almost 
more than she could bear, and often would she leave all in 
confusion and take her seat for an hpur’s gossip at a neigh¬ 
bour’s house. *There was .no recognitioii°of the hand of 
God in any of her fapsubles, nor would she listen to a word 
of counsel from those whd Would gladly have led her into 
a better path. . ' 

It .was hot long after her father’s death that Sally, her 
eldest daughter, after a few montlis’ reckless living, ended 
her days in a hospital. .The b^jys became the dread of the 
parish, and in orBer to drown reflection an4 the' voice 
of conscience, which wopld now« and then be heard, the 
wretthed woman became a dfunkard. Another phase of, 
her history next mouth. 


THE FIRST YEAR OF-THE MARRIAGE—No. II. 

“ Yet one thiflg be licketiKv^Ibe Mentor of-the jufnd.” 

The next morning, Henry appeared with a-ahaded brow, 
and .complained of headache. “ You did not deep as well 
^ usual, dear,” said %ry, in a gentle t«^. ■ “ 1 don’t 
'inbw about that,” jhe replied, rather pettishly} and then, 
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THE FIRST TEAR OP THE HARRIAcjk. 

making an, effort to talls{ be asked/ “ did you finish tli 
book last aigbt, Polly ?” “ (Jh, no; I have not openec 
the book since we read together ; I will wait till you hav. 
time to join me.”. “ Don’t'do that, Polly—yon had bette 
go on; I may not be,h8me veyr early.“ Do you expcc 
to be Jate again this evening, then ?” asked the young wife 
in a low voice. “Mayba^I shall; but you can enjoi 
yourself." Buy something you like, Md I will call ai 
mother’s, as I go along this morning, and tell Bcfcey tc 
bring down her work.” 

Mrs. Judd could not reply, but Set about clearing^wslj 
the breakfast things, turning her face from her husband 
to hide the un^dden tears that would come! * Uenrj 
worked for half an hour, as he was wcaat, 4n his garden, 
till he heard the accustomed tap 'at the -window that gave 
notice to him of all thiqgs being'ready for their usual read¬ 
ing before Jhey jaarted; but, instep of i»stening to join 
his wife, he. staocf leaning on his spade for a moment; 
then, going to the window,, he %aid, “You hftd better go or 
withovit irie, Polly, .as I am finishtng bit of work, and 
then I m*list be off.” This was a dreadful blow to jiooi 
Mary. She went up to her room, and poured out her full 
heart to Dim who is ever<^ady to,lisfen and to answer. 

Henry was working at a mansion sortie distance off this 
day; thei^fba^,faking some cold,meat, he left his pretty, 
.neat home, cmling out at tbp bottom of the stairs a-cold 
“ Good morniilg.” All Mary’s bright visions of domestic 
happiness seemed to depart as Jier hushand closet! tht door, 
and her bursting heart foynd relief in a flood of tears: 
then, again asking wisdom from heaven, she went on with 
her usual employmdfit. ^ 

In the afterno’on, Henry’s Sister brought her work, and as 
they were chatting she remarked, “We did Jhink it so verj 
y^d uil queer that Henry should call t(5-day and tell me 
to come to te|; for, tg tell you t|je trtith, Mary, althougl 
I have often ei^ojed an afterhoon wi^i you, Xe has nevei 
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ftslvcd me, nor any*of us, dow*ti since you <fere married, 
and our Jolm says IIenry*wants you all to himself; but wc 
certainly thought him rather selfish in this, though con¬ 
trary to his usual ways.” ‘.‘I do?iot think Henry is sel¬ 
fish,” rejoined Mary; “b«t no dituBt he took it for granted 
that you would all come to s^ us w}ien you Were inclined.” 
” Well, bless you, Mary, so we do, to be sure; but Henry 
came to-day so itUrmined that I should not say no. By 
the*way, Mary, we hope he won’t get into any scrape up at 
I he great house ; for some of the men, who come to work 
■^hcre from a distance, they say, are not better than they 
should be.” “ Do they, indeed ?” said Mary, with a look 
of alarm. “They do ; but wc say, fou have no need to 
fear ; for you hSve such influence over Henry that, although 
some of our neighbours jeem alarmed,’ v>e don’t thinl: Henry 
will be drawn into mischief. So'don’t frighten yojurself,— 
why, dear meVyou lotik as pale as death!—We wop’t talk of 
them any more. . Here, look, I have brought a little book 
in my pocket,” contipned Rosey; “we were laughing, when 
The Friend came, to see k paper h^ded, ‘ The 

Wifeso, says I, this shall go down to Henry’s.” 

When the tra-t|iings were removed, and the hearth swept 
up, Rofcy read the article; ‘ifct poor Mary could not keeji 
back all her tears, and a few that wovld break forth were 
observed by Rosey, nho exclaimed, \f, bless the 
woman, what makes you cry ? To be sure, we all say that 
not a shadow of a trouble has ever passed over your face 
or.ifenry’s since your wedding ; but there goes the church 
clock, telling me .’t is my time to go. I wonder Henry 
is,not come; but no doubt he will be here soon. I 
will run uj) and put on myjbonnet, and by that time maybe 
he will come, for they say, ‘ Love has wings,’ though I 
jt;hink he sorngtimes flies the wrong way! I may say and 
think'so; but you cannot say s6, Mary.” 
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CARE FpR THJE' OUTCASTS. 

The following short account with some interesting letters 
were sent to us Somt time ;sincc Jby a friend; we now gladly 
find a place for then?, *nd Irnat they may act as a stinjulus 
to these-who are going outnf their usual course, and making 
benevolent'efforts for the restoration of the wanderers. 

A young woman who had fallen was brought by reflec¬ 
tion to a state of mind bordering on despair. Afes! for 
the wretch who had allured her from the paths of virtue! 
She knew not how a lost character coulR, be regaineji,*mit 
she saw in her wanderings a-building on which wa| inscribed 
“ Female Penitewtiary she.asccrtained its purpose, and 
longed to become an inmate, but sham€"I5‘ade her afraid. 
At length, one night she resolved to try’if it were possible 
to b(^ received, and after walking be&jre the door several 
times^^venftiredy-^ith a trembling'hand, Ito ring the bell. 
The door was-Spened to her, she rushed forward, and was 
met only with kind expressions and tender lijoks; she gave? 
herself pp to the trial. 

The first letter we will give is from the parents of the 
young woman to her. The matron hs^^ written to the father, 
telling him of his child’^»escije,»but from motives of deli¬ 
cacy she 4id not mention that she was In the Penitentiary. 
The fatlferTle^ns thus 

i 

“ Mauy, —Some kind heart has, in your name, spoken com¬ 
fortably to us. Shall we be so happy as to find .that, friendly 
and consolatory letter verified Jn you ? May we again hope 
that your welfare is desir(!d by yonsself as well as by your 
friends ? Are you, ipdeed, sick of folly, and do J^ou begjn to see 
the beauty of holiness ? '£hig ^ joyful newsp-God grant it may be 
true! Yoil request forgiven^s of your jnticb-injnred lather and 
mother.; the- moment we find you seeking pardon of your 
jgracipns God, we will acknowledge you, efen as the glad father 
did his prodigal son. Let not shame owdistress keep you frojn 
coming to us. .JVe request nothing more from ^u than to find 
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your principles chigiged; wliajever has been amiss -we will 
readily forgive. To tlie’wtffthy family whom* you are now 
with, we consider ourselvesHo be under the greatest obligations, 
and desire you will give tbem our heartfelt thanks. May the 
blessing of Him that wa^ ready to peicsh cone upon them, for 
it seems they would make tjie widoiv’s heart sing for joy. 

“ I am not informed whether you continue with this bene¬ 
volent family, hut shall observdfctbat it' is a great blessing, and 
highly honourable, to be even but a doorkeeper where God is 
worsljippcd; therefore write us word concerning your stopping, 
and how it came about that yon were admitted into this house of 
peace, and let not yogr past indiscretions discourage you, for wc 
camot turn out backs upon yon. 

, ‘‘ From your atfectionate fa^lier and mother, 

[Another'ietftr next montli.— Ed.] 


ARE YOU ft.IND TO YOUR .MOTHER ? 

"What a question!" some one will-be ready to ex¬ 
claim; course,^every child is kind to a mother!” 
No; it is, not really so : thereuare some in the ^drld capa¬ 
ble. of being unkind, even to a mother! This docs not say 
much for the “inl|exent goodness of human nature,” does 
it ? So it is ; and our,, heart/ have been grieved, many a 
time, ly hearing' sons and daughters speaking roughly to 
mothers. We have sumetimeS been calietTlo 'eomlort, or, 
at least, attempt to comforti bereaved daughters, who have 
been overwhelmed by the recollection of past unkindness, 
when regrets have be en vain. One we knew who, for years 
after her mother’s,, death, wopld walk her room, weeping, 
night after night, at the„remembrance of a little unkind¬ 
ness to a irotbcr who died ..almost suddenly, nor did she 
ever recover the effect of her sorrow, but fell weeping into 
an early grava. ^ , 

Another bereaved daughter once said to a friend . '' Cli! 
if my dear mother covld only con e back, how differently 
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would I act towards dier, I see now sic was my best, my 
truest friend f disinterested in all her conduct to us. But 
we did not believe it then, and ifew it is too late. I wish 
'I couM obliterate the past—at least, many parts of our 
borne history—‘Wduhl that,my mother could rethru!” 
"No, this may not bS,’* the friend replied; “but ytmr 
mother is ftr'too happy noW|to think of anything 
in the past. sorrows this side the gate of 

the dark valley, and could she speak, she would say, I 
freely forgive, for I have much forgiven.” But all was fain; 
dark visions of the past clouded all the sunshine of 
youthful days, nor has there yet appeared Kuy "biignl 
light” there. . , 

But a still mo»e distressing case lat^came to our 
knowledge. We trust, not a corair^on case, m our home 
circles, A widowed mother an^ two daughters resided 
togethe*. One* of the daughters, who was a pious, well- 
conducted pe«3_on,w>s a comfort to htr mother; while the 
Other was so unaihiable and unkind, thaS the mother’s davs 
were rendered miserable. At lengt^i her lash days came, 
and shelaj on a djdhg bed; but so painful weja the re¬ 
collections of the sufi'erings she had endured from her 
unnatural child, that she refused, to see, her ere she passed 
away from earth. And thtSi•the pwther died. Now came 
to tlie daughter tlye remembrance of her uukindness, and 
remorse of*co!?sc}ence foliotred, which was like a serpent 
coiled about the heart, p.roducmg after a short time decided 
madness! 

* • 

Daughters, allow no unkind word of yours to fall on a 
mother’s heart, lest too lats*you find^hat such a special 
crime must bear a sjpeial penalty. The remembranqp of 
unkindness to parents, when Ijiey are sleeping in the tomb, 
mast be 

“ Like wdathed adders crawling round tlicmidai^itconscience.” 
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MAl^NAL JVSSO'CIATIONS. 

COCRAGBy-EFFORT-^REWARD^ 

A LADY, who is a tried and faithful friend of mothers, 
persuaded another lac^y to establish a Maternal Meeting in 
a very neglected locali^, nea»i Aondon. One evening a 
poor woman attended, who had never thought of her ma¬ 
ternal responsibility, nor of%ie world to coftic. The paper 
read was the means of leading her to ponder her ways, and, 
ultirnately, bringing her to the feet of Jesus. She had now 
to take up her cross; for those who ought to have hailed the 
;'<^ange with dclighi became her persecutors. But she cheer¬ 
fully attended to all her varied duties, amidst much diffi¬ 
culty, and pressed on is^ the narrow road, looking forward 
to the heSveftly rest. Her pilgrirnsge Was soon ended. 
One day, she was in her usual state of health—she was 
ever delicate—and hatf prepared the dinijer for l\er famifr, 
when she fell down* in a fit, and befor#? th^ sun had gone 
his round, she yras in a world of everlasting day. Her 
affliction ^&s, indeed,' but for a moment; and, as she 
entered on her,eternal weight of glory, sKe cbuld bless 
God for a Maternal Jleeting. Mother! would you like to 
read the paper that first impressed her mind? You shall 
do so ; for we tsv? som(^ r.Dtes of it kindly sent to us. 
May you read,'and ponder, and resolve, and obthin a like 
blessing. 

REMARKS ON THE MANAGEMENT ' OF CHILDREN ; FROM A 

, '.YORK ON EDCCATIOK, BY THE REV. T. SCOTT. 

On the subject of establishing authority, which Mr. 
Scott would have accomplished early, he used to observe, 
that it generally cost him a shprp Contest, sometimes more 
than one; but that vihin it was once ^ttled who was 
master—thfi parent, and not the child—the path was 
ever aftw comparatively smooth and easy. 

On correction', he ^ytas decided to its 'propriety and 
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necessity, as the appointment of Goci( at the same time 
he thought tit need by n3 meahs b# frequent, if it were 
properly adiftinistered. He worfid not have it applied for 
small faults—those resulting from childish levity and 
inconsideration—buto only, things wilful, rebellious, or 
immoral., “ A child,’* l»e obseryed, " should be punished, 
not for<bemga child, but for being a aided' child.” Of 
course, he taught that' chastisement was to be applied 
coolly and deliberately, to fulfil a dqfy painful to the 
parents’ feelings, not for their gratification. • *. 

It was a rule with him, that from the time childr^ 
became capable of making their wants knOwn in any 
way, they were tp^obtain nothing by crying for it, or by 
any other miscondsict. He mqch lamented'to see parents 
so often inverting the proper course to be'^rsued, leaving 
their children almost without restraint when young, and 
then attemptij^ to impose too severe restrictions upon 
them when grovfn up. Each error mas highly pernicious; 
, the combination'of the two, of most rqjnous consequences. 

A lady, who was for a consiSdrable time i^iding in his 
house, * and who hoS very successfully brought up her 
family by rules principally derived from him, mentions in 
a letter two circumstances in his management. One was, 
his “never resenting miScpnduct.in any way when the 
contest was over. He was very soon kind again to the 
offender. •'TTte other, was his pijn of. allowing his autho- 
• rity to pass away imperceptibly as his children grew up. 
In this he excelled oven his management in childhood, and 
observing many unhappy cases arising from a contrary 
course has convinced me pf its great importance. He 
would have been a wise father, even if he had not been a 
religious one; just’vievjs were too obvious iu his wise 
mind. I take the opportunity of speaking of him in every 
circle where tc young mother is present.” ’ , 

same friend gives the following rhles as laid down 
by him. ' Fix autjjority very jirlyf The only way o6 
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dealing wiih chiK'^^.'n is to conmce them that if they dis¬ 
obey, they are s.;r* to be puAished. Nevef let an offence 
pn.s unnoticed, under tl^e fatal idea that tliey will know 
better when they are older.” 

A youn-; man who lived iu hi% house many years re¬ 
marked—"One thing' that snucik me was Mr. Scott’s 
behaviour tow'ards young peoj)lp. He newer, teased and 
worried them about little iiiings. The contrary conduct 
gives to many parents the appearance of always finding 
faulty their children are uncomfortable in their jtresence, 
^nd confidence is destroyed. When I had been .at Aston 
^two months, h, had more confidence in Mr. Scott Ilian 
m^ny sons can ever feel towards their own father. He 
steauMy showed his di-approbation of Jhiugs, in proportion 
to their CQ;''-*'.;jriety to God’s law, and not to tlic effects 
which happened to follow from them. For cxaniple— 
child is doing what is fdrhidden,.as throv^ing stones; little 
notice perhaps is fa^eii till lie breaks a wiijdow, and then 
he is punished for the mischief he has-dpne, and not for 
his disobedience. This Mr. Scott condemned, hut he 
liimself never seemed to be betrayed.into such conduct.” 

The' I'liothcr whose mind was first led to ponder her 
m'aternal duties by hearing these remarks read, said she 
had endeavoured to follow tht^.-advice given, and found the 
plan very cxccllant; tliat her children were more 'tractable 
than by using the method sha before ac|oii<,cLi, which was, 
to " he very angry, and get into a passion with her chil¬ 
dren, not considering what their faults had been.” She 
-was, spared many months to try her new and better train¬ 
ing, and we trust lu r children vull remember the wav she 
desired to lead thern lu her last .days. To those of uswlu> 
conduct these interestiiig'meetiii^s, this instance-of useful¬ 
ness should prove a stimulus' to jiress onwarff in our labours 
for the welfare of mothers and children. 
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ALWAYS TOO LATE. 

It was «• lovely i morning, eifrly in the month of Sep¬ 
tember, ill tlm old days of coach-travelling, that I left 
Cheltenham by the well-known c^ach called the “Berkeley 
Hunt,” on my return*tc»town. . I was seated on the Jiox 
with the. coachman, and, by way of opening up conver¬ 
sation, begah to descant ufion the beauties of the surround¬ 
ing sctliery. He soon proved to be .an intelligent and 
communicative companion. We were slowly windirtg.uji 
that long, and trying hill on the Cirencester road, about 
three miles from the town, which lay scattered in the ViHtlfy 
below, in all its sylvan beauty. Tlic pretty village of Charl¬ 
ton Ring was on tuir left handthe more celebrated source 
of the Thames, with its seven springs, on bur right. This 
is a general resort of tourists, as few come into the neigh- 
bourhciod witlipBt goin^ to sec the bfginning of that far- 
ftiincd river.* A^.^’e were thus jogging along, a sort of 
indistinct souBd.%eemed to be heard, which yet led to no 
observation ; but as it increased,‘I turned rci^id to see if 
there wlis a*iy cause lor it, and behold, .half way down the 
hill, was a carriage, commonly called a lly ; the driver .was 
liolding up his whip and shouting at tjie top of his voice 
for us to stop, at the sameYiaie urging his ])oor jaded steed 
to its utmost efforts. “There you are! somebody behind, I 
reckonT” snuTfny companifln, “ but they must just come a 
little farther, for I shall not sfop till 1 get to the top of the 
hill, and then the rest will be acceptable to,my own 
horses.” 

When they came np, the bead of a jtout lady was thrust 
out of the window of the fly ; her face was nlore thgn a 
little flushed with anxiety, whilst she exclpimed, with a full 
strong voice,Here I am ; 1 am always too late!” What 
a confessyon, fhought I, “ Always too lat*,” What an 
.uBoiwlible notoriety, and, in this case, what vexation it 
involved ; wliat iuconv^ience; wha* expense ; what cruelty. 



r)2 A HINT FOB YOUNG MOTHERS. 

But, I fear, the la^y in question is only one of rather a 
numerous class; how,far the present system of railway 
travelling may tend to improve them is doub”tful, but it is 
very fair to imagine that they sometimes have to wait for 
the next train, seeing the old plan''of overtaking is quite 
out of the question. No experience seems .to .suffice for 
these people; and, alas! thcj'e is too much reason to fear 
the principle extends to higher and far more miportant 
matters. Some are halting and hesitating about the things 
which make for their everlasting peace. Sermons have 
^wakened them; afflictions alarmed them; they have 
sttemnly resolved, but still are undecided ; trembling upon 
the herders pf the grave, heaven or heU at stake, how awful 
would it be jf_such persons were taketf away suddenly, and 
at the last moment find they were “ teo late.” 

M. B. 


A HINT.FOR YOUNG MOTHERS. 

4' 

To the Editor of “ The Mxfhrni' I 'rirnd.'l 

Dkab Mauam, —I passed through much sorrow of mind one 
day, fearing my little hoy, of about six yeuis of age, hud told 
me an untruth. Oh tlie previoyis evening I promised that he 
and his little sister should" have a piece of cake the next day : 
accordingly I placed a piece for each within ^he'r reach. The 
little boy was the first "lo (hink of it, .and went to get it; he 
found only one piece, and took Imlf.of it, taking the other half 
to his s,'ster. I was present, and iinmediaiely said, “ I am 
afraid my little hoy is naughty, and has eaten part of his sister's 
cake as well as his own.” k^o replied, “ No, mamma, I have 
not; there was but one piece.’’ I told him how grieved I was 
he should tell a lie; he again sahl, “’"Ma, there was only one 
piece.” “ 

My first impulse was to punish him severely, but I said sor- 
rowWJy, “('Jo'alone, love, and ask God to forgive you, and 
iielp you to tell tb.e truth.” On returning to my rooftijIte‘»itiJ, 
* with fears in bis eyes,'- * Mamma, 1. feel inat the same—there 
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was but one piece.” J still .feared lie naughty. The little- 
fellow went lo kneel down to prdyivniceor twice during the day, 
and seemed Very unhappy. 1 revived not to punish him until 
1 had asked an individual, who was absent, if he had token it, 
not knowing it was pn^ there'for the children. I did so, and, 
to my great joy, he ^uken it.^ *Oh, if I had punislied my 
iteaf little boy, how sad it would have made me. Mothers f we 
have need of. caution, patient^, gentleness, and great wisdom, 
lest we^vnish our dear little ones wrongfully. 

M. L. E. 


OLD WOMEN. 

It is the fash.icjji to speak-very lightly of “ old jvonicii,” 
even the Apostle 4alks of “ olik wives’ fables; ”—but I feel 
sure the old ladie; who aunoyed St. Pau* must have, been 
very ^different to die resjiectable dames upon whom I 
stumhje wherfwer 1 g«. i will rela^.anecdotes of two or 
three, and jbu §ti^l judge if I have not‘reason to think 
“ old women.” A very nice portion of c#ir race. 

First I must take you to a little dark rcS^m np a dirty 
yard, the ‘fire-grate *lias been lessened by brijis, and an 
old screen half conceals a bed at the farther end of the 
room—the few chairs are brijkcii and worn, the crnzv 
drawers look as if Ihev^ml donp. duty for centuries; but 
the hearth^ is airways cleanly swept, the table wears a 
polish* the"SSflc»pan, which usually contains a few potatoes, 
.relished only by salt, is as bfight as scouring can make it, 
and with a stick by her side sits the aged inhabitant of 
this poor alms-roorn. She rises as 1 approach, totters 
over her brick floor as I,descend ^he steps to bid me 
welcome. Responding to her, warm and kindly greeting, 

I sit down, and tSkingj up the worn liibir, which is 
always beside her, read some sweet *ccord of Him who 
had not .where to lay His head—sometime.s»interrupted by 
.t.h«'.'':xlatDations of the hearer, as some promise of more 
than ordinary bcauty^lls on her w. * She wap more than * 
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cighty-two before ^e had learned’ to read, but, nothing 
daunted, she procured An Old liorn-book, an^ would, with 
the assistance of some \ietter-educated neighbour, spell 
out the words. One sentence fairly conquered was a 
treasure reserved for apy next visTt, and her aged eyes 
•would glow as in youth. When sfie*felt herself able to spell 
out a few texts of Scripture. < 

Her conversation was much of other days, jand always 
with thankful reference to the guiding and preserving 
po'B’er of Him in whom was all her delight. She had 
arown to woman’s estate ere she experienced the work of 
feneration, end she would advert with many tears to the 
unhappiness she endured while without: God in the world ; 
every little present she received wa^ sliown me—every 
mention of her neighbours was to telk me of some deed of 
disinterested kindness—,l knew she received far other treat¬ 
ment from inany--3)ut of that, fforn hei*%wn lips; I never 
heard. In her trul_i? migjit be disceartti th6se rtjarks of a 
disciple—those faints by^ which tliey are known—gentle¬ 
ness, forb/arance, Iqjig-suffering, and loving her neigh¬ 
bour as'kcrself. • Weary oftefitimes 'of the .sorrows of life, 
I aiever stole awjiy to spend half an hour in tlie old alms- 
rooin, witliont fueling . refreshed and instructed, and 
reproved too', by the patjent'cildurance of what seemed to 
me sore privations ; for not only patient, but jpjoiciiig, was 
the old •uoman. ' ' Fiy.ici'.. 


SEllVANTS AND MASTERS. 

ILLUSTEATIOiNS OF NO. I. 

f‘ Welt.', I am glad it i« Friday nigjjt,” said Tom Spriggs, 
“ I shall find inaster at h^me, that’s a comfort, to pay my 
money—last vyeek’s pay is gone—and then feally may go to 
shop and provijje for another week.” 

” Tom Sharpset tries it on, and says he’ll makr’hit«|,ay 
what I don’t owe him ; he thi».^s, because 1 ani a poor 
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man, he can tread me ‘dow^u; but ma^er saya he’ll stand 
by me, and i? Master Sharpset ajdt careful he’ll find him¬ 
self ill the wrong box,—for, though I am weak, master’s 
strong; and then to be sur^ as master says, poor men 
ought to pay up all'thdlr score before they go on again, or 
how can the shopkeepers five—hflnesty is the best policy.*” 

“ Mart,” said Thomas Smith to his pale and tired wife, 
“ that poot little girl is very poorly, go up to mistress 
and ask her if she can help you to a little*something nice; 
she could cat that, but our poor bread and pork is too hfard 
for her.” 

“ You can’t go to work to-day, George,!’ said Mrs. Priw 
to'her husband, that rheumatic pain will be made,worse 
with the wind and Ain. I am ‘sure master will take it 
into account; at all events, wait till ijoon.” 

“ ’Tie precious hard times, Susan,” said John Ralph, 
“ and oitr club rirtSney ou^it to be paid, hut I can’t spare 
three shiyings*; l^SWsk master to let me have it, and stop 
back sixpence a'Week.” . J. 0. V. 


FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHAR.ACTERS.—No. 111.' 

s.^.vi. 

Beforf. thck birth of Isaac, we again find the Patriarch 
and his family driven by famine *ito another country. 
Sarah’s beauty, even at her advanced age, again becomes a 
.cause of alarm and sin to Abraham ;—once mors is ^ she 
guilty of exhibiting her charms, and again becomes the 
object of a monarch’s choice.* There is nothing in this 
*part of Abimelech’s cguduct contrary to Eastern*custonis; 
the will of the king can atSui)* Jime command the hand of 
any of his unmarried female subjects. Wa feel his beha¬ 
viour on the whole was that of an upright, tlTan, and one 
rtiird by the/^ar of God. ’ , 

It is believed by .son^jr critics that* the money •given by 



56 TWO WAYS OP DOING A THING. . 

the king to Abri'ham .was to purchase a veil for his wife, 
as a rebuke for her nef!;lect of that generally-worn appen¬ 
dage. Never let fashion or vanity lead us to adopjt an 
immodest or unmalronly style of dress. “ We think there 
ought to be a marked difference between the costume of 
' the maiden and that o‘f the wife; and we cannot see with 
any degree of pleasure the mother of a large family dressed' 
just like her young and blooming girls. 

_ At length Isaac is born ; the hearts of the aged couple 
laugh for joy. We can imagine Sarah’s rapture, as she 
hung over her long-sought blessing, and the thoughts 
'Vhich must have crowded into her mind as she pondered 
his‘high destiny. About two years‘of peace passed away, 
and then,.?*’ a time of'family rejoicing, the tranquillity of 
the mother was clouded by the scoffs of the Egyptian’s 
son. Ishmael doubtJess felt that his hope of'being the 
heir was lost for ever. Though overniKd by God for Uis 
own purposes, we are shocked atAhe crueltj;' which ex¬ 
pelled I^^gar aftd her. boy, and left them to wander in the 
wilderness. 

Oflhe subsequent life of Sarah we have iro record. We 
gather from Isaac’s grief at her toss that she was a beloved 
mother. It is^’a singular ^,ot that she is the only female 
whose age at her death 'is recorded in Scri()torc. Sarah 
died at Kirjath-arba, and by the pious.jffre (\f Abraham 
was laid to rest in the caye of Machpelah. fhere the once 
beauteous body has long since become dust, to be restored 
wheiT the promised seed of the woman shall come again 
in glory, and she shall behold the seed of Abraham after 
the flesh, and the Son of ‘the Most High God. 

L. S. T. 

TWO WAYS OF DOING A THLNG. 

We were passin^aloug one of our streets* the other even¬ 
ing, watching a group of child^i jiS.play, when our ears 
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were assailed by the sharp, angrjr Voice of a woman calling 
out, “ Here, you John Smith! come into the house this 
moment.” One of the boys just turned his head, and 
then went on with his play. • , 

“ Do you hear what I’siiy, John Smith ? March in quick, 
or you’ll* catch it, I tell you!” We heard, as we passed, a 
jerk and a ^lap, and the door was violently slammed. 

We went on our way, doubting whether this was tie 
best way of raanagihg children. 

As we were thinking on the matter, we turned the 
corner, and came upon another group of lads, in front oiTed 
liouse, the door ot\ which was at that moment c^iened. 
“ Willie!” said a mild and pleasant voice. " Did you call, 
mother?” asked one of the boys,.coming on to the side 
walk. .“Yes, my son; it is getting late. Have you not 
played enough ty-day?” * “ 1 should like.to stay out alittle 
longer, if yod pletk’S.” The mother’’ patted the child on 
the head, and Smilingly said, “I^should aot mind if it were 
not past your bed-time. Have you,forgotten). Willie, the 
lines you repeated to me this morning ?-•- 

‘ Early to bed, and early to rl-se, 

Makes one bealtl|j, wealthy, a>id wise.’” 

“ Yes, mother, I remember therfi. Good night. Tommy. 
Goodnightj^Siarj/.” Anck taking his mother’s hand, he 
went clieerfully into the house* 

This set us again thinking. W’hat would be the effect 
on these two boys of their mother’s treatment?* Would 
not the one spoken to with gentleness, and tireated with 
kindness, grow up kind, amiable, and* obedient; and the 
other, accustomed to*'rough words and harsh treatment, 
become obstinate,’ill-tempcrecf,•and disobedient? Mothers, 
remember, you. can lead better with the ge?ntle hand, than 
drive wltTl the rod. 
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LIFE IS SWEET. 

<• 

Oil, Jife is sweet!” said a merry child ; 

“ And I love, I lov.e to roam 
In the meadows,green, ’neath the sky serene; 

Oh, the world is a fairy home ! 

There are trees hung thick with blossoms fair, 

. And flow’rets gay and bright; 

There’s the moon’s clear ray, and the sun-lit day 
Oh, the world is a world of light!” 

■“Ob, life is sweet!” said an earnest youth. 

As he conned the storied page. 

And he pondered on tlie days bygone, 

And the fame of a former age^; 

There, was hope in his bright and beaming eye. 
And he longed for riper years'; 

He clung to life-n—he dared its strife— 

He felt °or dre^ nor fears. 

“ Oh, life is sweet! ” came merrily 
Brom the lips of a fair young bride ; 

Add a happy smile she gave die while 
To the dear one by lier side. 

“ Ob, life is sweet! for we will live 
Our constancy fo prove ; 

Tby sorrow’s ijijne, my trials tliinc,— 

Our solace in bur love.” 

“ Ob, life’ is sweet!” said a mother fond. 

As she gar.cd on her helpless child, 

,And she closer pressed to her gladdened heart 
The babe, who unconscious smiled: 

■“ My life shall be for, thee, my child. 

All guiltless as thou art; 

And who would dare my soul io tear 
From the tie that forms a part?” 

“ Olif, life is sweet 1” said an aged sire, 

Whose eye was sunk and dim ; 

His form 'iras bent—his strength was spent— 
Could life be sweet to hini .\ 
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Oh yes; for round the old man’s chau' 

His children’s cldldren clung jj' 

And each dear face and warm embrace 
Made life seem ever young. 

Thus life is sweet, fr<},m early youth 
To w’eak enfeebled ago ; 

Love twines with life, through care and strife, 
In every varied stage'. 

Though perchance the path is rough. 

And dark the sky above; 

In every state there’s something yet 
To live for and to love. , 


FBAGMENTS FOB SPABE MOMENTS. 

1 . Wh^n we commence the day, we may be quite sure 
our wishes .will be crossed before the end of it. Let us 
prepare for it. *■ ^ 

2. Everyt)ody ia the house has an evil nature as well as 
ourselves, and therefore we should not expect too much. 

3. Try td learn the different temper of each one of the 
J'amily, and suit yourself to it. 

•1. When inclined to give an angry answer, lift up your 
heart to Heaven. 

5. Observe when any are suffering, and 'speak a word 
of kindness*ancf'synipathy. 

(i. Watch for little oppprtunitles of pleasing, and put 
little annoyances out of the way. 

7. Take a cheerful view of everything, and encourage 
hope. 

8 . Be gentle with the little ones,, and treat them with 
kindness and respect, remembering you were young once, 
and that there is 'an eye observing all things. 

AlWATS HAVE TWO BOOKS ON HANa. ’’ 

A book always within reach may be taken up at any odd 
moment. One book-shofid be in reading of a character to 
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suit the mind thoughtful and bright; the other, to 
suit it when tired or vexed .. ’ 

<V TEXT. 

Try always to g6t a short text on the mind in the 
morning ; it will h^p ysm to meet troubles, and to get over 
them, through the day, 

THOWQHlra. 

Store the mind with good and valuable thoughts; they 
tahe up no room. You may labour or travel witli them 
without any inconvenience. 

TWO THINGS. 

There are two things which ougtft to exert a great in¬ 
fluence upon us—the first isj a thought of duty; and the 
second, the thought df usefulness. . 


NOTICES OF BOOKS, 

Mm Comeths Ser{ptttr(^l History, London; Dean. 

A Terr oomprebensive and useful book fbr parents atpl teachers. 

Journal of HeaUh. London : Simpkin and Co. 

A cheap serial of i^seful hipts to families. 

’’ AntoMoyraphyof aFivi-PowniHote, By Mrs. Webb. London 
Clarke. ' ' 

An instructive book for our sonsdrom home.. 

Band of Hope Almoneci. haaion-. Partridge and Co. 

A delightful sheet of information for'young and old. 

Sttbhaih" Bessons for a Year. By Rev. S. Maetin. London 
Ward and Co. 

A treasure for Sabl;ath-school‘teachers, helping them to think am 
to teach. 

The Lamp of Lone. Edited by R.ev. C. Bateman. London 
Houlston. c' 

The napie of the editor will guarantee a warm reception for thi. 
heaujl^l hooW of tales by all our young fnends. 

Boole for Children of all Ayes. LondonfjTard and Do. 
fk. yStj attractive and intewsting hook^to young eyes and hearts. 
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COMMON MERCIES. 

"Thou praise God for Sabbatlis—for books and dreams—and 
pains!” 

“Common merciesJ’i wliat .rfre they? Health, fgofi, 
raiment; the light of the glorious sun and the stillness of 
the night; household blessings, with love and friendship 
sweeteniilg every hour of life; the green spots of this 
heautiful world, looking as though the curse had* passed 
very lightly over them ; flowers and music, and the flute¬ 
like voices of the dear little children; Oh! should 
he thankftd for these ? Eut is it not true, that the blessings 
of Providence a'ri^ so richly, tjnekly, and freely scattered 
around us, in every winding and turning of life, that we 
count them as things of course, and almost claim them as 
a riglit ? Ilow^oftcn dp we see a young wife and mother 
tiij)[)ing alon^ life’s ])athway gajly ai»d joyously, the bright 
sun shaiing ovej: her head, and the ^reen velvet sward 
beneath her feet; the birds sifig'iii" in the nigh heavens, 
!\nd th* lambs of tlu? fold pnd the lambs of the jiousehold 
gamboling at her feet. Suddenly the scone is changed : she 
draws near a dark and tangled wood; she looks back, but 
there is no returning ; th^^ js a naj-row' path through the 
gloomy glade, covered with thorns and prickly jdants, but 
she mif'st ^/Icr it,*for it is«the aj)j|oiuted way to a city be¬ 
yond. Thin and delicate slippers served her before to tread 
the soft path; hut now she needs shoes of iron a^nd brass, 
aye, and promise too that they shall last, it may be,’some 
forty years, to travel in the v^ilderness. 

The voices of the household ^prattlers no lunger cjiecr 
her way. They are»singjng, indeed, loud and long, but 
their song is in another lahgua^, and in a celestial country ; 
the guide of her youth now has joined them,.,and she must 
travel oh alone. Ah! sire potiders now over all those 
common mcreics of which she thought so little, pr received 
as common things*: are now remcnibcred as blessings 

VOL. V.II. E 
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rare and rich, and she marvels'that she valned them so 
little while in her possessibn ;—and is it not even so with 
the everv-day blessings of life? We receive them as 
matters of course, and forget the Giver, and the possibility 
of His withdrawing them*.. , " 

“Oh, mother, mother!” said little Jane Rowe,/‘I am 
so glad Mrs. Teaclxwell let me lead home poor tiny blind 
Snsan, so that she^did not fall into the gutter again. Oh, 
mothers how sad it is to be blind! ” “ Yes, my child, it 

must be; to have this bciiutiful world shut out from our 
vie.t', and to sec the beloved countenances of our dear ones 
no more.” “ Yes, mother, don’t you mind how poor Mr. 
Teabort put liis hands on Jxis little Eni^y, and said, ‘ Oh, 
that I could see your pretty face! ’ IIow be-must wish to 
see all his little children, like father can see us.” “Yes, 
he must, indeed, poor man, and a .very liyle thing it was, 
my child, that 'deprived him of the blessing of sight; only 
a little cold after taking medicine. And I knew a gentleman 
who was bruteliing his coif, and hajxpened to knock one of 
the buttotis up into tlie eye, and InJ.could never see with 
it again. I knew a little boy, who by accident pieretd his 
eye with a fork, and he became blind. So, you sec, we are 
always in danger of losing ouy eonmioa mercies.” 

Mothers! who amongst us ever thanked our Heavenly 
Fatljer as we ought for^every-dfw blessings—for b(4iig able 
to gaze on the glorious sunshine, the enchanting scenery 
of this still-beautiful world, the hills and dales, the blue 
sky and the cheering green meadows, the everflowing sea 

with its crested waves, the.ten thousand tinted flowers 

. ® 

blooming on the rich broxyn earth for our gratification, the 
blessings of sleep which He giyes his beloved when He 
has drawn the curtains of* darkness around us, and the 
light of the new morning when the household awakens to 
assemble around the domestic altar, and none are 
sleeping tl\e sleep bf dgath I ‘ ' 

Mothers! do ypu store your littfe<;httdren’s minds with 
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texts of Scnpture and h/mns ? The day may come when 
they may ■ he blind! And did you ever think of this ? 
Perhaps you never thought such a ^hing possible, that you 
or they could ever lose the Idessing of sight; yet it may be, 
and the writer of this^ililc pap«r, knowing from experience 
that there is a possibility of losing this common though 
great mercy, would say, “Whatsoever thy hand findeth 
to do, do it with thy miglit;“worlj while it is day,” 
for the niglit of darkness, or of death, may be close at 
hand. Forget not every day to thank your Heavenly 
Father for common mercies, “ , 


THE LITTLE JjLINI) BoV’S TflOUGIITS ABOUT 
DYING., 

“ MoTitEu! the sun feels very warnr, oh, lead me to those bowers; 
I lonsj to sit amhlhinli aiflid the perfume of the flowers, 

Where I waswvoni, to phiy ; oh, how 1 loved tUe glorious liaiht! 
Till' tears wii! tilHlie eyes somotimi.'s to tlyiik I’ve only night. 

“ jMother! I never used to tliink liow pice it was to see 
The lovely world iiiiii'ali uroaiid, till blindsioss eiiine.on me; 
01), eould [ see you, just once more, niy heart would leap for 

•fl'y. 

To look again upon your fi«e—hu't I’m a*poor blind boy ! 

“Mother! when you arc ieading”iue, I'feel quite bold and 
• sti'omr. 

Even when we pass the ma]-ket»placc amidst the busy throng; 
But 1 thij)k, what can your blind boy do when you are called 
away ? « , 

Ob ! I must pray to go with you—on earth I could not stay. 

“Mother! I thi;ik sometimes* when mwday comes to die, 

Thtu I vnist see the vyty, through** the valley ’ to the skyr- 
I mean the way ihjit fatlierwen^, when he bid us “Good-bye!’ 
Ob ! 1 feed I inust have eyes to see the journey to the sky. 

“And .when my spirit flies away, upon the watCs of air, 

• W!;.it shrill 1 do unless 1 Seel—for you will not bo there. 

It nntst be very far to go up to that Ijettef land ; , , 

What can alittle^ttUi^boy do, without hU mother’s hand?” 
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THE FIRST YEAR OP THE MARRIAGE. 


The mother dried her'streaming <Jj’es, and claspad her blind 
boy’s hand, 

“ Jesus,” slie said, “ will be thy guide to the holy, happy land ; 
And He will lead my blind boy to the realms of'endless day— 
Cast all your cure on Him, my son, and wipe yonr tears away.” 
F,el>ruary, 1854. 


THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE.—No. III. 

” Be kind to the friends of thine husband, for the love they have to 
him.”—” Have not a friend more intimate, O husband! than 
thy wife.” ■ 

SoBROWFUi, d.'iys, weeks and months^ passed over poor 
Mary’s home—Henry ever ’'eturning lats flushed and half 
angry; evidently an altered man, yet every flow and then 
presenting his wife with money, saying, “ Use that as you 
like, Polly ; I don’t wish to be selfish.’’ The uncomplain¬ 
ing wife did cve.'ything in her ])owertoina4e licr husband’s 
home comfortable,,ever hoping (o win him back* to his 
early habits and kind ways, pleading with God for herself 
and for hipi; but he went on, recklessly giving^ up kll that 
once made him jteaceful and happy. 

One evening Ilenp? returned earlier than usual, bringing 
with him a )’oung man,of doulitful appearance and rough 
manners, though he had evidently been accustomed fo good 
society, and had read a good deal. “I have brllught a 
gentleman to sup with you, Mary; a friend of mine, so, of 
course, of yours,” said Henry, as he laid his hand on the 
shoulder of Mr. Gaylove. “ My husband’s friends must 
be mine,” said the astonished Mary, keeping down her 
beating heart as best she, could. “ Retilly, Mrs. Judd,” 
said the stranger, “ I have heard so much of you and your 
kind ways from a certain person that 1 shall not name, 
that I have hi’cn wishing to see you for some tiine, and 
if you had a sister like yourself, I should almost have fallen 
in love without having a meeting!” “You might have 
made a sad mistake, Sir,” rejoined Alt ry|'■plucking up her 
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courage, “but there is np danger, for I was early an 
orphan, and knew not the comforts of a happy home of my 
own till I married! ” The last words all but choked poor 
Mary, but she Aent into the pantry tb prepare supper. “ I 
have not anything par^ticularly nisc to place before you,’’ 
said the gentle woman, as' she laid the white cloth, “orfly 
a little cold pork.” ‘-‘Ah! but some of your nice pickle, 
Mary,” said her husband, “and. I’ll answer for it,” he 
continued, “a bit of pie always saved for'me ! ” 

Much chat passed over the frugal supper, and many 
com))liments paid to Mary’s housekeeping. After supper, 
Henry said, turning towards bis wife, “ What- do you thJfik, 
Mary, we have done up yonder?”—“I do not know.”— 
“ Well, I will .tell you ; we thought, as so many are going 
to the gold diggings, that those who are left behind should 
be better paid for their work thaa they, are ; so, when we 
were in' the very'middle of the most particular things at 
the great house, when they could not do without us, we all 
struck for more money, and we, are tofd to-night, as the 
work is^ doye, we may all be off t(? the diggings, if we 
like! But 1 have no notion of going among tents and 
pistols; what say you, old girl ? ”—“ Hear me,” e.xclaimed 
poor Mary, turning dreadf^lly^ pale, “ aie you really turned 
off, Henry ? ”—“ Why, yes, f suppose we are, and no mis¬ 
take ^fcOtid tire worst of the matter is, that our purse is too 
empty to carry us over the ^ater? I’m afraid.”—“Mrs. 
judd,” said the visitor; “ I fear this sudden information 
about business has alarmed you ; it has made you look as 
bloodless as an angel!” Pale, indeed, poor Mary was, 
and very ill she felt; so ill, that she was obliged^to retire to 
her room, leaving heseomjiany and her sujiper-table to-the 
care of her nysguided husbanti 

A FATAL ROCK. 

“ I must -do as others do,” is a dangerous rock, on 
which many havgi)e 5 ;,?'lost. 
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ALFRED; OR, THE BLESSING OF' EARLY 
PARENTAL INSTRUCTION! 

Although much fins been written in coramendation of 
eary instruction, and 'the blessing attendant upon a 
mother's pious efforts, it may be truthfully said, “the 
half has not been told.” The folloxtiiig anecdote, founded 
upon fact, will afford an additional testimony 

Tlm> mother of a child, whom I shall call Alfred, was 
exceedingly desirous that he might be brought up in the 
fqar of God. She devoted some part of every Lord’s day- 
in teaching him the principles of religion. It was her 
praclicb, when he first began to speak,'to hear him repeat 
some prayers for morning and evening, enjoining him at 
the same time to offer thera np to God'! From her lips he 
learned to repeat uearly'all Dr. Watts’s “Divine Songs for 
Children.” 4 s ho grew np, he continued the practice, and 
by this means tlso habit of prayer was acfjuircd 'and con¬ 
firmed. In process of tin^e, his mind was impressed with 
the importance of Dhine things, lie sought, at an early 
period, an iiitcre.st in the salvation obtained Ify onr Lord 
Jesus Christ. The ministry of the Gospel was greatly, 
although very gradually, ojiciifyA' to his uiiderstauding and 
blessed to his soul. 1 Imve heard him say that he never 
recollected the time when ho„(iid not deligl^f. f»:-tacred 
things, and always attributerl this, u.nder God, to the early 
instructions be received from his mother. It was seed sown 
in good ground, which, under the influence of God’s Holy' 
Spirit, germinated, flourished, and j)rodu(;ed the fruits of 
rightcousn(;ss. Ills life and conduct proved the reality of 
grace in his heart. Sometimes he dcubted whether he was 
a child of God, from the oircuinstance that, he could not 
fix on any time, or refer to any place, when and where he 
was born again but this was removed by a discourse de¬ 
livered by a late excellent minister from the words, “ I am 
the Lord’s.” 
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The thowghts of Alfrf'el were fixed on the Christian 
ministry, aiul ho laboured in th^ blessed work of preaching 
the Gospel of salvation for more than half a century, 
‘fcTelling to all around 

AVIiat a <loJr^avi()nr,h*o had found.” , 

Always, ready for his work, and always engaging in it with 
pleasure. II is dear parent lived to see him thus engaged, 
and heard from his lips the tidings of salvation, the offers 
of mercy to sinneits, and fhe promise of pardon tohH who 
come to Jesus. 

Fathers, mothers-, lislen ! Tr.aiii up your childrcn*<br 

Chri't and heavop. Begin early to tell them of tl^cir ruin 

by the fall, and of»thc remedy ^ivovided in the atonement 

.md ri":litcou!fnc.s.s of Cliri;!. Follow your instructions 
' * . • * 
vvith yonr example. Be in earnes^for their salvation. Tell 

them that God.invites •<//?«/; that llc_ says, "they who 

seek me early shall find vno; ” that iTi niin*they will have 

a gni(le*to direct* them in the wav, a qpnnsellor to advise 

them in diffieullios, a friend that wilj never forsake them, 

a father* tiiift v.ill provide •for them, a. covci t to protect 

tlieni, a ])fiysieian to heal their maladies, a benefactor that 

will enrich them with the blc.'.sinc-s of Ilis grace on earth, 

.and crown tlicin with Ilis glofv in the heaven of heavens. 

R. C. 


MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

REPORT PROM CAIIr’s LANE, IlIRMINGIIAM.* 

IIailino with delight this^fourth anniversary, the past, 
the present, and the future call forth gvalit\>d(^ humility, 
and trust. Tiie coiwfderation or the ba.sis for work laid 
by our esteemed pastor, at tiie Commencement of the year, 
of which we would not lose sight—first, the insj.ired 
prayer, “Lord, what wilt tliou have us to t!o? ” secondly, 
the maternal molto, “And these words wrhieh I command 
thee this day shall* bj^in thine heart, and thou shalt teach 
F. 2 
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them diligently unto thy childre'B, and slialt talk of them 
when thon sittest in lhin6 house, and when thou walkest 
by the way, and when thou liest down, and when thou 
risest up,”—reminds us of unfaithfulness, weakness and 
deficiency, though at thfe same time wc are conscious that 
we have been uplifted and stimulnted thereby 

The various subjects on which we "have held conference 
this year, have served to Instruct, profit and edify all whose 
happiness it has been to attend. We cannot resist this 
opportunity of urging upon others to unite in these useful 
meetings. We wouhl say, ‘‘(,'ome witli us, and do good, 
and get good.”" Oar hearts hound in sacred gratitude as 
we move onwards under the sunligiit of our Heavenly 
Father’s smile, we would now testify our. gr.ilitude for 
the past by implicit trifst for the fiituie ; and so go forward 
with new energy of soul' and loyalty of heart, looking to 
God, under tli/; happy assurance that omiiii)Otent strength 
will be granted to aid us through all tj.ur future course. 
Though for the most jiart'we have been brought through 
“ green pastures,” anil led beside ‘Vstiii w’atc”s,”.we have 
not passed on without clouds and darkness. 

Disease and death h.ave cast their shadows, and bid ns 
“ weep with those who weep.” Though several have been 
bereaved, we record with profound gratitude that only one 
of our number has been removed during the pasl^j-csr, and 
for that one we “sorrow not as those that .arc without 
hope,” resting confident that .siic has been c.allcd by Infinite 
Love to'exc’nange the work and associations in which she 
delighted upon earth for the noble and more blissful ones 
in heaven. 

“ Qrieved we view tlio va*canh place. 

Miss the kindly beaming face ; 

Listen for the voice in vain, 

Nd’er to aid us here again.” 

We number eighty-five in this AsiOcia,tion, hut the attend- 
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ancc at ovir»montlily meetings \s not so numerous as ue 
could desire^ We work on in li!)pe. 

JlALSALr. IIEATII ASSOOIATION. 

Gratefully we ackn'Tjvledgc tlie, eucouragemetit afforded 
in the review of tlie p:isf year,—the number of members, 
the regularity of attendance, and the unabated interest, 
combine tQ enliven our hopes that a silent intUienee is at 
work, contributing to benefit many domestic circles. In 
addition to a small library of books lent for the instruction 
of mothers, a fund has been formed fyr the sick, by a sub¬ 
scription of one penny a fortuigbt from each incmSer, 
wliieli wo find, by.being rogiilnrly maintained, tliongk small 
in itself, will eiiabl? us to admiiTister to the eomfort of the 
affheted amongst us in times of need. Number of mem¬ 
bers iu this A'isoeiatiou, 70 ; and ‘217 various Mothers’ 
Magazines are taken in riionthly. 

I’ive other Associations are named in this neigliiiourhnod, 
n.uinbei'ing ."OO'nicmhers ; and tjvo motlfcrs arc mentioned 
as having dciiartcd from earth, rejoicing in hope of eternal 
life. 


A hlOTIIEll’S llESi’ONSIBlLTXY.—No. IV. 

At this stage in Mrs. llayles»’s* history, a Christian 
frieud.found acccssko this abode of misery. There sat the 
unhappy, jirayerless mother, w4h no comfort ns it regarded 
tliis life, and no hojie for the future. She had cared not 
for her own soul, nor for the souls of her childitm ;• she 
had never thought of the dread account which would be 
read against her when the books wertf opened^ slic had 
forgotten alike and altogether tht claims of her God, her 
soul, her fnniHy ; • she hatl Ibied without God, without 
Christ, without /ear, without hope; and now disease and 
death are come, and she* has no refuge. •She had never 
felt a mother’s responsibility, never performed a mother’s 
duty. She was a wjeked, prayerless mother. Her clnldren 
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treated Iicr with contemjA, and* left Lev in her affliction 
to the tncrcy of strangers* . 

There she lay in a wretched room alone. The Christian 
friend tried to lead her to the bleiiding Saviour, hut she 
replied by asking for the*ijitoxicaJii% draught. A married 
dauglitor, who lived near, was asked to watch Jjy her 
mother's bed, hut all she could be-constrained to do was to 
look upon her for a moment; there was no love in that 
child's heart for the dying mother. But she was only now 
reaping ns she had sown; she had walked in the broad 
r(vd during a long li'fe, and bad led her children with her, 
and now, too late, she found it was the wrong road. She 
sank into a drunkard's grjvc withont 4 tear falling over it, 
save that of the Christian friend who liad tried in vain (o 
lead her to the cross. ‘ 

The mother is dead, hnt the cinitagiop of iicr eharaeler 
is alive. Her form is»bencath the earth, but her voice is still 

lieard, and the iinmoralitv and sin she. cxhibitAl in her 

• • 

life is seen in all the ciVclc formed nronnd her while on 
earth; every godless son .smj daughter she*has left will 
appeal to the doings of their docpa.?cd mothef for indul¬ 
gence In sin ; and one after another, if Divine grace prevent 
iiol, will he driven away to joih her in the dark regi ins of 
endless woe, hc.i[nng cur.scs on that gnilty' mother's liead. 
Thus will enr siijs a3^ well ns, our virfin's surr'w Tfs, and 
live again in our children, and in generations yet nnhorn. 
Other illustrations yet to eotnei 

A SCRirTHRE.FllAGalENT; OR, A SIGHT OF 
• ' BO'DII V.'OllHVS. 

It was amitkt the awfcfl sublimities of. Sinai's mount 
there dwelt in the 'wilderness an eminently holy man of God. 
For forty yc'arst he had been iamiliar with its grandeur, 
lie had trodden, its sandy dc.serls, climbed its granite 
rocks^ and t een sad ahd joytulby A good work was 
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given him to do, but heliad J*lp such as no mortal man 
ever before.enjoyed. In di^culties he could at once 
repair to the mercy-seat; and in thpt awful place, a voice 
would be heard fronj between the cherubim, giving forth 
almighty and unerring’I’^sdom.. * 

Eighty years had passed over him, yet was he vigorous— 
nor was his natural force abated ; one long-cherished hope 
was unfulfilled—the Jordan flowed between him and the 
promised land. Tlie thousands of Israel’s sort#, were 
encamped in the wilderness, the times of the vengeance of 
the Most High had nearly passed away; the carcasg* of 
the doomed generation had been left behind, and now he 
pleads, “O Lord (i{od, thou hast begun to show thy servant 
thy greatness,-aud thy might}' hand ; for what God is there, 
in heaven or on earth, that can do according to thy works, 
and according to.thy might? I pray thee, let me go over, 
anil see the good land that is beyond .Jordfm, that goodly 
mountain and Lebanon. J!ut tlic Lord w.'^s wroth with me for 
your sakes, and would not lieSr me. And the. Lord said 
unto in», Lrt it suffice thcev speak to ipe no more of this 
matte-. Cet thee up into the top of Pisgnh, and lift up 
thine eyes westwaai'd, and northward, and southward, and 
eastward, and heliold it w?th jhine (^es; for thon shalt not 
go over tills Jordan.” The good man ceases, ho pleads 
no lm.g''«.,hnt cln’crfull}’- acquiesces, anjl yields up his will 
^o the Divine will, whilst his soul is filled with the thought 
that God lias had mercy on him. 

ITe now gives his last blessing to the people over tvhom 
he h.ad watched with such anxious solicitude, casts his 
eyes for the last time upon the goodly tents of J.acob, and 
lingers upon the taiibrnaclo and the cloud, the special 
tokens of thf Divine prcseni^, and tjicu bends his steps 
towards the mQunt; wo fear—no alarm—hut with perfect 
self-possession and composure, he goes hi^ w.ay. May we 
not suppose that something like this wsould have lieen the 
dismission of men f-oni the eartli, if sin had not entered 



73 


THE LITTLE WOJ|STED HAT LAID ASIDE. 


onr world ? lie stands ijjon Hie fop and *asts his eyes 
around upon the goodly land and Lebanon, which was 
typical of heaven—he g.azes upon tlie loveliest spectacle 
that earth could afford—he secs Jericho with its green 
plains, Lebanon lifting tip its spo%'-clad summit to the 
skies, llermon glistening with the dew that, covered it, 
and Jordan winding through the. rich lnndsca])e, and the 
sea of Galilee ; his eyes were strengthened to behold the 
siglit,**nd doubtle.ss ho felt it to he a speeiid favour from 
heaven. And wliilst his soul was filled with delight and 
rapturous joy, a suddtn dimness comes over his eyes, the 
vision gently fades away, when lo, another, and a brighter 
far, dawns upon him—the, spirit has Jeft the body, and 
finds itself surrounded bv attending angels, tlic sliouts of 
myriads welcome bim'to tbc skies, and be recognises tbe 
voice to which be had often listened with .holy awe, Saying, 
" Come in, thori blessed of the Lord.” 

Thus wc think that God is often lyith Ilis believing 
people still; whilst their bodies are on beds of suffering; 
surrounded by weeping friend,s, thek- spiiits a^c jierniittcd 
to enter within the veil, and sec and bear things unutter¬ 
able. Oh ! who would not be a Christian ? WIio would 
not cherish such a hope' ? Wko would lie an infidel ? or 
who would be an unbeliever ? M. B. 


THE LITTLE WOllSTEU HAT LAID ASIDE. 

; “Take it away, Mary,” f.sid tbc young mother, “I 
cannot bear to see it now.’' And the faithful nurse laid 
the now useless hat carefully away.'- Ah, young, stricken 
mother, sitting tilone in yeur silent nursery, you' cannot 
bear to sec it now—and many, many days must pass before 
you will be able to look calmly on the cunningly-looking 
little worsted bat, whose jaunt.v air and pretty plume-like 
trimmings have so often made yoji sniile. There will 
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no S|pile plajj over your featuresinow, when it reaches yoiir 
eye—dear little memento of the past!—too distinctly and 
too touchingly docs it speak of the cliernb form and bird¬ 
like voice, that have^passed away from your dwelling for 
ever. You cannot bckir^ to look* upon it, for at the si^ht 
your yearning to behold the little one who wore it grows 
more painful, and you. miss that angtd-presence with a 
keener agony. Bitter are the tlionghfs that now crowd 
chokingly upon your heart. ’ 

Upon the stainless brow, above which that hat once 
lightly rested, the grave-dust is •gathering—gathering 
slowly, day by day, and amid the lirighfness of those 
golden eiirls it lie^heavily ; darapue.ss is in the cheek and 
lips that were, late so rosy, and the sealed eye of the little 
one has lost its glorious bcantl’. ’Ah! you arc ready to 
say, soTnetimes, “ The grave shoulS not doiimnd such things 
as lhe.it !'”—and to wi,--!! that some art vjcrc discovered 
by which, when Jlie sjiirit dcfiarts, tin; fair casket it leaves 
could be changed at once into niurble or alabaster, and so 
be kept js jv sacred thing in its accustomed dwelling ; but 
this may aiot be, and we must lay oiir treasures down 
amid the dust. 

Oh, that amidst tlicsewearthly sorr&ws wc may all, at 
all times, he able to turn our thoughts away from the dark 
gravo^amj^follow Ae rejoicing s])irit as it a.scends to its 
native heaven ; anil as welay the 3 'oung and the lovely and 
beloved away, to rest in the chambers of the grave, to say, 

“ Weep not for tIiCcarh' doail, 

Sleeping in tlieir uprrow bed ; 

Tliey are li!i|)pier far than w*, 

How6oev<!f blest wc be. 

* > 

‘4IIa])py are they wlio die in youtli, 

Ere the fountain-springs of truth 
Have been sa’llied by the rains, • 

Leaving dark and deadly staius.” 
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To the Eilitor of '‘The Mothers’ Friend.” 

My DKA.U Madam,*—* * * I Ijave often tliought (Imt 

other cliiMien might derive pleasure %nd profit from n game 
which for many years was a.favouri*e feabbatli-evening occupa¬ 
tion in iny mother’s family, besides happily occapying a portion 
of our mornings in prejiaring for it. We were six boys and 
girls, varying in age from seven to fifteen years,- and I can 
testifji,^ from my ’own experience, that from the memorable 
evening on which our mnch-lovcd pastor initiated us into this 
game, the children, especially the yotinger ones, were led to 
study tluir Ifibles more attentively than they had done bidori;, 
and to take much more interest in sacred history. If you 
should think it likely to be useful, I send yon an account of 
the way in which it is played. Many mothers find a great 
difiicully in getting tlu-ough the winter Sabbath evening. I 
would gladly tell them how they may make a pm tion, of it, at 
least, short and pleasant to their litdi' ones. It is almost need¬ 
less to say, thb mother niii.-t enter into it n ith s])irit itiid life 
herself, or her children will not take ati intt rest in it.': She must 
play fairly herself, and make them do so; and she must nOt 
coti.tinne it long enough to allow th'Mii to grttjv weary of it, 
but rather reserve it for a trmit when tliey have, been good, 
said their Sahhutli ta-ks well, or been attt nlive itt their place 
of worship, kc. llaU an Ipnir is coonuh for most children. 

KCnil'T'tJRE CltAEACTr.lls. 

One child thinks of any llihlo ehnraoter he )ileiises; the rest 
endeavour by their questions to draw lVo)!i him such informa¬ 
tion, 03 to the period tit wliieh the olijeft. ol' his thoughts lived, 
the eircamstanees in whieli he was ]i!aee(l, liis ehanicfttr, eon- 
duet, &c., &c., its may enable ihem to diseover his iiaiiie. Who¬ 
ever can do this Pist, is entitled to think of the ne.xt character. 
Twenty qn-'.-lititis are allowed, and no more, but it often happens 
the'eharaeter is diseoverefl befont baK' that iinmbi r httve been 
asked. Tlio )ilayci'.s.i\t.k alUiIiiately ; generallv in llie order in 
V. bieli they sit, conceding to the little ones the in’ivilege of asking 
the commericing questions, which arc always itcarly the same, 
and require no inventive genitts. Should any child lie at a loss 
what b) ask, his turn jmstes to the next, and so on. Eaeli may 
have three guesses; if no one can find otft, they yield, and the 
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some child nfay think ag’afn, if |he can prove that he has 
answered correctly and fairly, leading answers ought never 
to he given, as they destroy the interest o^ the game, and leave 
no scope for thJ exercise of the reflective powers. For the 
same reason, except wi^h very young children, characters 
familiar to all, such as Nosfli, Josejfh, and Adam, had better he 
avoided, ois they are found out almost at once. 

Thus, for example, suppose the family seated round the fire, 
some dark, wet. Sabbath evening. The raofher asks, “Well, 
children, how shall we employ ourselves till candles are Ip^thted, 
for we shan’t be able to go out this wet evening ? ” Several 
voices exclaim, “ Oh, do, mamma, let sis have a few rounds 
of Soripfiirc characters.'’ One or two will jirebahly add, I 
have been looking in piy Bible this morning and I havi* found 
some nice ones, that eAcn you wou’P find out very easily.” Con¬ 
sent being given; and a child selected to begin, he says, “ I have 
tlioiiglit of a character. 

[Wo must reserye the various questions for next month, 
or our paper will be too long.— Ed.] ‘ 

PAGE Foil YOUNG f-llIEND-S. 

’ GENTLE—BE l,OVING—BE -KIND. 

Eveky ]o*ok you give, every word you speak, will live in 
some heart as a blighting shade oi* cheering spirit. Every 
act of yours, though it ho smaller^than the dewdrop that 
trembles on the flower, will cast its light or its shadow 
over yoi]r lre.art—v/ill mingltPin the (Vcanis ofjoj'that bless 
yc.u by night, or be the grim spjetre of your waking hours. 

You look bitterly at a friend—years may not, blot it 
out—tears of love may not eflhce the impression. That 
sensitive hc.art is still vibrating under jour harsh touch; 
and the sad memory of the wroiig you yourself have po 
power to. bear. You ^ake« in.the night tp weep as yon 
listen, not to‘the joyous song, but to the echo of a 
mournful strain ,* and’ it piay never die a^’ay! It tells 
you that you have stolen aw.ay gladness from a happy 
heart, and may never .again meet the blessed glances of 
faith and trust. You sJtill pour into that heart strfng and 
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holy affection; but it isiretnrtied to you sparingly and 
with fear. What a^doom! Oh! be gentle-rbe loving— 
be kind. 

It may be, that with thoughts of yoiw childhood there come 
sad memories. A brother struckyojifti boyish heat. A gentle 
spirit whispered in your ear: “Little sister, be kind; put your 
arms around his neck, and love him—he wants you to!” 
The tears are in his eyes, and he says that if you’ll show 
him ■wchere he hurt you, he’ll kiss it and make it well. 
You resisted that loving spirit, and your brother stole 
aw^iy from you and'cried. Your mother told you to go 
and find him, for the dew was falling. You took your 
sun-bonnet, and went out .with a heavy little heart. Yon 
found him asleep on the grass, and a tear vras on his face. 
You wanted to wipe it away with a kiss, and tell him you 
were sorry. You didn’t do it; for there came aii angry 
thought—he ‘was ais ugly boy ; and be slia’n’t kiss me, 
and I won't kiss |iim. You awoke hiin,aand he Went into 
the house with a grieved' little face. The ne.\t morning 
your mother told you that he waS' sick—that he had lain 
down on the grass and fallen aslee}), and she thought him 
very ill indeed—you had better not disturb him until he 
was better. , , " 

When you saw him again, you told him you were sorry; 
but he didn't understjuid yoiii He tossed hhk-littife head 
on the pillow ; and, with t-yes that could never know you 
more, looked at you wildly, and asked you to show where 
he hurt you, and he would kiss it and make it well. Oh ! 
in that hour, how your little heart was bursting! He 
kissed yofii; but he did not make it well. Your mother 
gently led you away ; and, uncqmforted and alone, you went 
to your little bed,—you went without your brother’s kiss or 
sweet caress; and there were thorns in your.pillow that night. 

Another night, and you sat by that brother’s coffin; 
the ,finding sunlightshone on it, but it didn’t shine 
into y 9 ’ir hearL No : there was ho light there! and 
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your tears fell fast on that litjfee face you would not 
kiss. The c<5tffin was nailed up — it was lowered into 
the ground—the dirt was thrown over it, and the grass 
grew over it—and you l^t on the grass and wept. You 
have grown to be a womanS-thc sdrrows of your childhood 
are nearly all forgotten ; but, amid the gaiety and joyons- 
ness of life.^you wake in the night to see a spirit, and you 
mark its coming by day. It is a rcpreachfal spirit, aj;^,d it 
says to you, “ Show me where it hurt you, and I’ll kiss it 
and make it well! ” 

Oh! be gentle !—be loving!—be kind! 

SERV-ANTS AND MASTERS. 

• • 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF NO. I. .CONTINUED. 

“ Now', Sara,” said the busy Farmer Thrifty, “ the 
field on the hill must be planted with potatoes, at two feet 
‘aj)urtin the drill, ai/d three feet in^the rovrs. Remember, 
Sam, the crop will be entirely dependent on the attention 
you pay to' i^ instruction ; if* you are careful to j>!ant as 
I order, the sets will not be rooted up by vermin, and 
' each set will, with kindly w^^ther, produce its crop. 

“ The dairy depends on your cltjse attention, George, 
to the regularity witli^which the cows are milked, and the 
gathering dui of all drippin^^ from 'the feats, whilst the 
cow’s health depends on cleanliness and good leeding. 

“ You know, Thomas, these valuable horses are in> yojir 
care, and beyond my eye. If ^ou neglect them, I shall, 
indeed, discover it by their deprsssed ajrpgarancc ; but the 
mischief will be done. , > 

“ I5e careful, Dick, tliat Mio «gprn from the barn-floor 
docs not fly out’at the doors, or run thro&gh crannies in 
the floor, or much‘will he lost. 

“ Now, remember, my men, keep your time—each hour 
of the day is mine—if you expect youi«full wages.” " 

* J. Oi^V. 



78 


WOBKING 


AND DAUGHTERS. 


MY FATHER’S AT THE HELM. 

A LESSON OF CONPIDENCF. IN GOD. 

’Twas when'tjie sea, liideous roar, 

A little bark assailed, 

And potent fear, with awful power, ' 

O’er each on board prevailed— 

Save one! the captain’s darling child, 

■Who fenilcs.s viewed the storm ; 

And playful, witi) composure smiled 
At danger’s threatening form. 

“ Wi"' sporting thus?” a seaman cried, 

“ When sorry)\vs overwhelpi ?” 

“ Why yield to grief?” the boy replied, 

" AIy I'aTiieu’s at tjif. Hei.m.” 


AYORKING MOTHERS AND DAUGIITEUS. 

€ V 

To the Edilor of “ The Mothers' Friend.” 

My dear Madam,— It wiU, I am sure, affitrd yon pleasure 
to know that, ratlier more than a year sincey we formed a 
Maternal Association, when nineteen mothers enrolled their 
names as membe.s. A short t’liie since, wc held our annual 
meeting, when the mother^, with their husbands, met our 
pastor and several of the friends who interest tbeuiselv(« in 
our Association, and partook i.f a social meal, ^.ftef ten, we 
read our first Report; and''mueh hope is felt that our meelings 
will be. blessed to many of our Ifiinids. AVe bav(! now liftj' 
members; the usual fortnightly attendance is cnconraging; 
and several have bi en induced to attend the public ordinances 
of God’s house. Our young friends distribute about fifty num¬ 
bers of your valuable magazine, and both fathers and mothers 
hail its arrival each month w-'ih dSlight. One poor woman 
writes thus in reference to'it:—‘•Soon alter Divine light broke 
in upon ray soul, and I was brought to feel what a sinner I 
was, I was thirsting after wisdom, when Miss R. presented to 
my notice The Mothers' Friend, wdiich I received, and derived 
muGi instruction arid comfort from it; it wns like ‘rain upon 
the tat‘der herb Sincerely do I hope) my dear Madam, that 
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you will oftett- iiave your beSrt glc^^ened by hearing of the 
good effects resulting from your work of faith and labour of 
love. A Motheb. 

THE TWO HOMES. 

‘■'Father is coming! ”—and little round faces grow longi " 
and.merry voices are hushed, and toys arc hustled into the 
closet, and mamma glances nervously &t the door, and .Jbaby 
is bribed with a lump of sugar to keep the peace, and 
father’s business-like face relaxes not-a muscle, and the 
little group huddle like timid sheep in a corldr, and tea is 
despatched as silentl'g as if speaking were prohibited the 
statute-book, and the children ereep like little culprits to 
bed, marvelling that baby dare Crow so soon, now that 
father has come! 

“ Father is coming! ”—and bright eyes sparjvie with joy, 
and tiny feet dance with glee, and eager faces press against 
the window-pane, and a bevy of rosy lips claim kisses at 
the door, ^nd picture-books lie unrebuktd on the table, and 
top?, and baBs, and kites are discussed, and little Susy lays 
her soft check against the paternal whiskers with a fearless 
abandon, and Charley gets “ love-pat foi his medal, and 
mamma’s face grows radiant, ancl the evening paper is read 
(not silently_but aloud), and tea and toast and time vanish 
with ecjual celerity, for jubilee h-^s arrived, and father has 
cotke !—Fanny Fern. 

THE HOUSEHOLD OF SYMPATHY. 

“Happy, thrice happy the families in whose, narrow 
circles no Iieart can grieVe pr rejoice alone—no glance, 
no smile can be unreturned—ar?d whose, friends say to 
each other daily, with ’ actions rather than words—‘ Thy 
joy, thy happiness arc mine too.’ Beautiful is the 
peaceful, the quiet home, which protgctingly enclose^ the 
weary victim of eartlf; which collects around the fciendly 
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I’RAGMENjJs 'rOR SPARK MOMENTS. 

blazing hearth, the o|d. nian‘'ieaning on a staff, the strong 
middle-aged man, the loving wife and happy children, 
who dance and bport around in their blessed earthly 
heaven, and who finish a happy day with grateful prayers 
upon their smiling UpS .”—Frefletika Bremer. 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOIffiNTS. 

NOW. 

“ Now,” is the little word constantly heard ticking from 
the clock of time. "Now,” is the watchword of the wise 
—" Now,” is on the banner of the prudent—“ Now,” is 
the only time have. Let us not pot off for to-morrow 
what we can do now; saying, then will I do it.” 

Then ” may never,beT-noM» is our working time. 

AN ACROSTIC, 

'composed C3Y A EOT OF TWELVE TEARS OP AGE, TO HIS 
SISTER AT SCHOOL. 

J oil! tlij’.self vinto the Lord, 

A nd flou the siuner’s wivy ; 

N of dure God’s holy law to break, 

E ’en to thy latest day. 

T he Lord will watcji and guide; 

H is hand jyill help thee through ; 

O 'cr this waste howling wilderness, 

H ight thi;ough th@ vale of wee. 

N ow pray that God may give you grace, 

S o faithfully to seek iris face.—J. S. T. 

MOITEll’s WORK. 

A mother labours not ,in vain. She may drop into the 
grave, but she has l(;ft behind her influences that will 
work for her. The bow ii broken'; but the arrow is sped, 
and will do its office. ’ 

THE .LITTLE SUNDAY-SCHOOL GIRL’s ARROW. 

“ Mother, ray teacher says everybody ought to pray— 
is this true, mother 1 You never pray-—do you, mother 
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THE TUflD M|)fHEB. 

“ Show msTi child undutifal, 1 shall koov^here to look for a 
foolish father.” 

I . 

'* I WILL tell father, that I will t he said I should always 
tell him when you scolded me. Ah! he’ll pet me up wh'en 
he comes home.” This speech was made by a pert little 
girl of some 'sermt years of age. Her mother, who was a 
gentle and amiable woman, had beta wHl trained ,in her 
own early youth, but the want of co-operation on her 
husband’s part, in regulating the high spirit of little Mary, 
cost her many a bitter pang. “Do noJ««ay that to me 
again, Mary,” slfe|replied, “ or I shall send you fo your 
room for the rest of the day, and your food will be bread 
and water.” The firm.tone of the mother's voice, and the 
sorrowful look that glanced npOh her, caused the child 
to feel that her mother was in earnest, and, with a quick 
step shejretreated^from her presence. 

• " How naughty Mary is, mother 1” said Frederick, who 
had beeq a silent spectator pf the sofne, laying fiis lesson- 
book on tl» table, while he gazed sorrowfully on his loving 
mother’s face. “ I wonder why it is that father always 
takes Mary’s part, when she is nStaghty.* Ah! 1 saw a tear 
in your eye, mother, at breakfa'st time, and I knew it was all 
abouhthat^little gett Mary.” “ Little children, my son,” 
replied the mother, “are eithgr a‘great trial, or a great 
comfort to their parents.' Do you know your lesson, my 
.son ? I should like to hear jpu repeat it before* yon go 
to school. I like you to be properly prepared with your 
studies; it is a .great trial to a good mastei; when his 
p^ils bring him iqjperfect leSions.” Frederick <<hnt 
through*his lessons with his mSsber, and then, “ with shin¬ 
ing morning face,” and satchel of books over his shoulder, 
he trudged off cl^erfuUy to school. 

In the evening of the day, when Mrs. JBareoort and her 
five elder ones we^assembled aroui?d the tea-tahlo! wait. 

VOL. VII. p 
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wK|T IS gloey? 

ing for the father of the^i^ily, she asked JolfiJi her eldest 
son, if his lessons yere ready for the niorr^. “ Part of 
them, mother,” the My replied; “ father says, Mr. Lexicon 
is too severe, and gives us too loijg lessons, and that I 
only need learn part of mine.” •“But, my son,” replied 
the mother, “ you are quite capable of learning and under¬ 
standing the lessons set for you, and it is very important 
for you to acquire all the knowledge that you can now, in 
your ‘early youth; if your father is spared, and has his 
health, he can only afford to send you a very few years 
longer to school; our income is very small, and all these 
little ones must 1 ive some education as.well as my elder 
children.” “ Well, mother,” said John, tossing back his 
head, “ father says I need not learn so much, and I w'ant 
a game of those spellicans.” The 'end of the controversy 
next month. 


WIJAT IS GLORY? 

Is it glory to cause the widow’s tears 
To roll o’er her fading face? 

Is it glory to watch the orphans’ grief. 

And the cause of their Sorrow trace ? 
inch glory is causbd by the battle-plain, 
iVhere the husband and father lie with tlie slain. 

Is it glory to break a mother’s heart. 

And from her home to tear 

The only one who worked for her, 

In this weary world of care? 

Then carry bar son to too hattle-plaiii, 

An(f bury him thera mid the th^iusands sliiin. 

Is it glory to drive'the soul in haste 
To a world of black despair, 

Midst *he fearful din of cruel war, _ 

Without one single prayer ? 

Then trample the youth amidst the slain, 

Ajid rejoice in death on the battle-pkin. 
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Is;*not glory to flillow ^lo, 

V^ho said that brotherly love 
Must reign in the breast of thos^ who wish 
To dwell with Him above r 
The “ Prince ofVeace” will^smile on those 
Who the sword andathc battie-held oppose. 

THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE.—No. IV. 

“ Now this is the sum of the matter—if y# will he happy in gfiarrii^ 
confide, love, and be patient: be faithful, firm, and holt.'' 

The next morning found Mary vety ill, and utterly un¬ 
conscious of all that was passing aroui^ 4er; both mind 
and body had rccejred a shock,.and, for more than a week, 
she lay at the-very gate of the grave, not once recognising 
her husband the whole time. Heifry sat ly her side with 
a pain'ed conscience, weeping raos! of the day, but.allowing 
none to do any office for his wife that he eould perform. 
H? way heir couetant pnd uutinn" nurs? by day and by 
night. The faithful monitor wilhin jvas at work, and this, 
with present anxiety dnd weariness consequent on sickness, 
caused huh to look very ill, and his mother remarked, 
“ Henry will soon be as ill as Mary; and if she dies I am 
sure we shall bury both ot' thpm! ” , 

“What do yon think of my wife, Sir?” asked Henry, 
as tBe medical man entered the liy^le parlour to give bis 
prders to the female attenddlUs. “ She is very ill, Mr. 
Judd,” the doctor replied, “ and she must be kept per- 
■ fectly quiet, or I cannot asMwer for the consequences.” 
“Ah, Sir, I am to blame,”^ejoined Henry, as his eyes 
filled, “ Mary has been one of the best wives ift the world, 
but I did not knor^ or, .at Jeast, think^ of the value of 
what I had -to Ibsb in her; lut now,. Sir, 1 would beg 
for her, if 1 could b'ut get her back to me again, with her 
nice mind right -uwake onee more, end her kind, unselfish 
heart loving me as it used to do. • Olfj my braii^ seems 
' reeling.” “This Is too often the case, ^r. Ju^, in this 
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■woHd of sin and mista^'; we oAieB find duf tbe ralae of 
onr blessings just ^ they are taking wing^'for ever. I 
trust your good wifeViay yet recover; you must leave her 
in His hands who will do all things/rell. On her account 
yeu need have no fears, for, as fiK as I can learn, she is 
jjieetened for life or for death,—if God blesses the means 
we use, she will yet be restored to you.” 

Dr. Hope arose to., depart, but Henry ventured to ask 
him to' sit yet one minute. “I have a greatfavonr to'ask yon. 
Sir,” said he, with a trembling voice j “ you are very inti¬ 
mate with my old master, and 1 should feel for ever 
grateful to'you is^ou could put in a word for me up there. 
I foolishly and madly threw myself -out of his. employ, 
through the advice and example of those who have well- 
nigh ruined me; but jf my master would but take me 
back again, when my poor dear Mary gets better, I should 
be able to meet the returning light of her eyes with a 
better heart,—it is as heavy as lead now.” ” I shall be 
happy tO'do what I can for you, Mr. Judd, and will make 
a point of seeing Mr. Ray to-morrow.” “ Thank you, Sir, 
thank you. Now I shall sit by my poor wife with a more 
hopeful mind.” . 

After some time, it- seemed that the healing word had 
been spoken by the Great Physician, ,pnd Mary returned 
to the scenes of life o'uce mor^. " You are very weak, my 
Mary,” said Henry, as he sat by her bed-side holding her 
hand, "but I hope you will soon regain your strength; and 
I have some good news tff'tell you, which I think will 
hasten-yonr recovei;y.” “ Have you?” replied the young wife, 
locking round the room dike one awakening from a strange 
dream, “ but I want to tell^you something,” shewhispered. 
Henry bowed his head to listen. "This"deep affliction 
wiU be for ou^ good, dear, in life or in death.” Henry 
moved to wipe the hot tears which werC falling from his 
fyes un Mary's fac« "Stop, dear Henry,” she again 
iirhi^e^rd, “ in my work-box you will 'find idl the money 
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you gave for myself.* You. Jeed it, my husband, at 

this time sickness,—take it out, dear.” The strong 
man wept lika a babe, and at lengtiB he replied, ” I am 
promised work again,»gmy Mary, at my old master’s; the 
doctor has spoken for me, and aow that I see the dreadful 
danger J have but just escaped, and have learned the value 
of the treasure I had all but lost, I trust we shall yet‘be 
as' happy, on the anniversary of our marriage, as we were 
on the day I called you my vpife! Mary, you have* served 
God while I have neglected Him, and while I have done 
many things to make you hate me, you^have been the 
loving Christian, wife through all; yon.^ Save triuynpbed, 
Mary, and when yfeu get better, I hope to work for you, 
and make yoii happy as long as I live. I dq see that religion 
is a very beautiful thir^ in a wifej” 

, Yes, Henry, • we say, and in a husband too! the 
"triumph” of kindness, love and piety is" a “ triumph” 
indeed ^ 


«'AfiE FOR’OUft BOYS AT.SCHOOL. 

THE OLOBIOUS BEVENGE. 

“ I WILL never forgive him, that I won’t '• ” exclaimed 

^ % * * 

Basil Lee, bursting into the^ roon\ where his eldest sister 
was quietly seated at work; " I*wlll never, forgive him.” 

, " Never forgive, who, Basil ? Mj dear boy, how angry 
and excited you look. Who has offended you ? ” “ Why, 

Charles West, Alice,” replied Basil, as he put his books 
away in their place. " Andjwhat has Charles 'V^esf done 
to offend you ? Come and ^it by me—there now, tell me 
all about it.” 

“ W.ell,” said BasH, “ l^Ir.^Raymond, who is a friend of 
Mr. Mathews, and is staying with him, came into the 
school-room to.day ;* he is a very nice, kind gentleman, and 
so he offered ar half-dollar to the boy Irbo should first 
do the sum he set us. Five boys jjesidb me took jip their ’ 
elates^ he set us>Sll the same sum, and^eu we ^ west to 
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work. Cburles West cSsk and''sat next to me, and J. saw 
bite copy down eV^y figure as fi»t as 1 did^it. When I 
had only one figure do. Mr. Mathews I^t the room; 1 
looked to see who went out, and jwhen I turned to my 
slate again, every figure'was rubteS. out. I know he did 
it, because he coloured so. In a minute he.had,finished 
his sum and carried it.up; it was first done and correct, 
so he had the half-dollar. I was so angry. ' The beU 
rang to go home, and I ran oil directly; but I am deter- 
mmed to have a glorious revenge on him. Was it not 
provoking, Alice ? ” “ Yes, very, dear; and what is your 
reven^ to be*K”, “Oh! I know. I will tell you. He 
just deserves it. Mr. Mathews has ss^d that he will turn 
away any boy out of the school who uses the ‘ Key to the 
Chwmmar Exercises.’ Well, I saw Charles using one yester¬ 
day, and I will tell of him, I am determined.” “ Listen to 
me a moment, Basil. Charles is only at school for one 
more year—at the end of that time, a gentleman has pro¬ 
mised, if he behaves w'ell, to place him in a situation, where 
in a few years he will he able to'support his widowed 
mother. Do you think the gentleman will give him his 
situation, if he is turned in disgrace from his school ? And 
what would be the disappointment of his aged mother, to 
think that her son, who she hoped would support and 
comfort her lattejr davs, had disgraced hiuiself! Surely, 
he would bring down her'grey hairs with sorrow to thjB 
grave.” 

[Anotlier chat with Basil J.o cOmc.] 

.SUNDAY OCCUPATIONS. 

SCBIFTURS CHARACSSaS. 

• (Continiivi'Jromp.lb.J 

Aftbr the charadter has been selected by one of the children, 
then may follow such questions as. tliese;—Is the individual 
male or femaleT-^Male. 5. In what dispensation did be live? 
—IB tlm Mosaic. be live in the time of tbekiogsor 

jpulgei?—In the time of the kings. 4.. Fbr what was bedis- 
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tinguislied ?—For steadily cleaning to Ihe iLord, witU very few 
oufward advantages. 6. Was be riel or poor?—He was in 
an exalted statiwn. 6. May be he was a ting '!■ —No, be was 
not; but that is Jx)o leading a question,io be saft to' answer 
geuefaiiy; but, as you ttfe the yoijnges^ I will tell you thqs 
once. 7. Was he married*?—No. t>.« Did be live in the reign 
, of, a very wicked king ?—^'es, he "did. 9. Were there 
prophets ifi tli5 land in Ids time?—Yes. Oli! I know! cry 
several, who have with difficulty refrained themselves so.long— 
Obadiah, who was faithful in the court of Ahjfb. No, it is not 
Obadiab; you have lost your guesses ; you should have «Sked 
some more questions dist. 10. Had he a good mother, who 
taught him to fear God in his childhood; and through whose 
early instructions lie was preserved faithful amidst surrounding 
wickedness? asks thomother.—No, mammae fudeed he liad not. 

K 11. Is his mother menfioned at all btyond her mere iiame ? Is 
there anything safd about her?—Not much, certainly ; but quite 
enough to tell us that she was very far indeed from training up 
her sou in the ways^of the l.ord. 12.* Well, then, how did he 
learn about God, if lie lived in the reign of^ very wicked king, 
and had vejj' few outward advantages? Was his father,or anj^ 
’otlter near relation * holy /—You l^ive asksd two questions 
together; if I answer botli, I shall const them as two: or, 
which would voii wi-h me toailswer? Was .his father or anj' 
other relation* holy?—No; all his kindred were wicked. 

. 13. Did he do much good to his country ?—The Bible does not tell 
us ;* he had hut little in his pbwer; Ife let tllb light of liis good 
exauqde sliiiie at a time when there* ^as great wickedness 
througljput the land, and was much Joved by his feliow-country- 
nicn. 14. Did he life to be old^—No. WG. Had he had any 
children?—No; he had not. Thists a lost question, says some 
one; you were told before he was not married. Don’t ask 
questions without tliiiiking, or vv,q shan’t be able to fifid <mt. 
10. Was he slain in battle ?—No. 17. What kind of death did 
he die?—A natural one. IS. AVRs his diusth foretold Ify any 
prophet?—It was. I!). Hid he live before or after thb separa¬ 
tion of Isiiaet from Judt!)i?—Altqp^t. . 20. To.wbat kingdom 

* The Jews have a tradition that the young pHneo pereuatled his 
father to withdraw the guards which he had posted along the prindpal 
highways leading to Jerusalem, to prevent the people from going up 
to worship at the solemn feast; but 1 did not eiubedy it in the eame, 
as it ^ apt in the Bihle.^ 
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didtielieiogg?->^T« Isi^. I so; A^^h, the son of 

Jeroboam, who alone «§-ell his family came to the. grave, be¬ 
cause io him somO^ood thing was found towards the Lord; 
his death was foretold by Ahiiah, the prophet, when his mother 
disguised herself and went to ask -^lether he should recover; 
^and all Israel mourned*&r him,^iid buried him. That was a 
very nice one to think of. I guessed whom you meant, some- 
Jittle time ago, but did not like to speak till I was sure. 

The above is a fair specimen of the way in which it is played. 
I chose this chasactes as having heard it lately taken, an(i gave 
such* questions as I remembered from those which 'were then 
asked. I have been careful to avoid making them at all better 
than intelligent children would do, as, unless they felt them¬ 
selves capable of asking as good questions as those in the 
exalhple, they might be djseonraged fro^m attempting it. 

Yours very respectfully, 

Maky. 


A MOTHER’S RESPONSIBILITY.—No. V. 

You will say^ perhaps, “ Mrs. Raykss was in immoral 
mother !” 'True but'liow fares the child of that mother 
who is merely moral, and nothiftg more ?* "Well, we will 
see, in the history of one whose parents wer5*strictly moral 
but not truly pious. 

The parents of Qharlcs,thought a few good works and 
the form of godliness was all that was required of them. 
They paid some regard to»thc externals of religion, but 
knew nothing of its vitaPinfluence. Their son received no 
religious instruction ; he grew up in utter ignorance of the 
subject. Spoiled by indulgence, and prepared to become 
the prey of any or all o^ those various seductions which 
beset tllte pathway of youth, his conscience knew no check 
from early recollections. He Iturrfett on recklessly; he ruined 
all the hopes of. his frieil&s, lost his' fortune, became a prey 
to disease, and early death stared-him .in the face. But 
what were his prospects ? Did early admonitions come over 
his .troubled llioug||bts? No. Did he believe a sainted 
mothj^s hapgy spirit would welcorfo him to the joys of 
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besren f N«k In tM« hollr of d^latron/ no earlf reeol- 
leotion of a pious mother visited thn wanderer as an angtl’s 
voice; no prayers Were registered in Beaten fbr hini;' no 
pious friends, wlio migjjt have been wmting and praying to 
see him rejoice in dea?h, soothed now his last days; no 
angel rejoiced and shoutea through the expanse of heaven, 
that this*prodigal had returned ; no father’s arms were open* 
to seceive him (o the heavenly mansions. Remorse and des¬ 
peration darkened his last sad hours T he'died without one 
friend to soothe his parting pangs, or administer a cordial 
to mitigate his woe. Oh! if you would not have your son 
live such a life and die such a death, begin early to train 
him in the ways of jirtue and piety, with the Bible id your 
hand and the judgment-day in your recollection. 

A brighter picture yet to come.* 


SON, BEMEMBEE! 

• 

" And jvhai shall I acmenjber, motBer ? ” “ Remember,^ 
my son, aK*thc way in the which the Lord thy God hath 
brought tlicc! Remember how I first taught you to bend 
your, knees upon my lapf and Ifft yoift’ little hands to 
heaven, whilst your infant vo*ce Ksped the prayer— ‘ O 
Lord, bless a simjilti*child, fijr the sake of Jesus Christ! ’ 
Remember how 1 led you by .the Tiand to the house of 
prayer, and seated you by my side, whilst you listened to- 
tlie man of God, with the earnestness and simplicity af a 
little child, till, overcome by sleep, your head reclined upon 
my shoulder, and nestled unde* the folds of my gjlk’cloak, 
the softness of which ift Still fresh in your recollection! Hfe- 
member fhe impression that walwnade upon" your youthful 
mind when the great truths of the Gospel were set before 
you! Remember .how ybbr little heart was»full of tender 
sympathy for Him who shed His blood omCalvary’s cross j 
and when that sad pud mournful scena was opened,* how 
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tbf faate into yobr, ejes I, ybu BawinpM|gin§tiQB tjie 
xoficik and humble Jesfs et Pilate’s bei'. The majesty of 
tke judge made you afraid; the Ipiid Tolces and frtmtic 
.looks of the chief 'priests and people tdrriiied you; and 
your tender heart beat quicker as ife was ruthlessly hurried 
away, in the powerof cruel Soman soldiers, who buffet, 
Uim, spit upon Him, place a crown of thorns upon His 
head, and so force it down by blows from the long yeed 
that .the sharp •points enter His sacred temples, and the 
blood trickles down His pale cheeks, whilst not a com¬ 
plaining word or angry sigh escapes from His lips—He 
felt it was the hour of wicked men and the power of 
darkbess. 

“ B,emember how you trembled when you were asked by 
the preacher to accompany the Saviour up the hill; and 
saw him faint beneath the weight of that very y;ross on 
which he was about to.be crucified; 'and how they laid 
hold on one Simon, a Cyrenian, coming out of tlie country, 
and compelled him to hear the cross. How little Simon' 
thought, when be left his home .that morping, he would 
be compelled to such a work, or that his ijs,me and his 
deed would be handed down to the latest posterity ! And 
when the sufferiog Lamb of.'Jod, weak and gory, was 
cruelly thrown upoii .the 'cross, and His hands and arms 
violently stretched out to the ends of the cross-bearp, when 

he wicked, unfeeling executioner took up the heavy ham- 

er and the rough, large nail, and forced it, by hard and 
heiiyy 'blows, through the tender flesh and sinews—Oh! 
the sound of that hammer **the rattling of those timbers!— 
And When the tragic scene* was finished, by nailing him to 
tbs upright post, the whole was lifted up, and let fall into 
the socket prepared for i^'wifh a jar that would cause the 
patient sufferer the most intense agopy. Still no murmur 
escaped His jips; but a still small voice was beard— 

‘ Father, forgive.them, for they know not what they do.’ 

“ Kemember, my Son, how the m«U] of God applied this. 
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aod stud the;e sulferiiigs vere eiu&red for ym { it wasfor 
you meu, and for your galratio|i, the &i<riour suffered 
&ese things; it was your sin which* nailed Him to the 
cross; and to’bear the Father’s wthth, which was d»» to 
your sins, was by far die heaviest part of His sufferiaga; 
it was this which made ftim cry out, ■* My God, my G«i, 
why h^st thou forsaken me! ’ Here and then was ther 
great atonement made; here he endured all the Father’s 
will; satisfied to the utmost the demantls of justice, and 
then cried, ‘ It is finished ; and gave up the ghost.’ The 
vail of the temple was rent, and the c»y went forth, ‘ Who¬ 
soever will, let him come, and take of the* water of life 
freely, without m^ey and without prme ! ’ KemSmher, 
my child, how you wished to be the Lord’s; and how 
you half resolved to give younselfeto Hiln, and become 
His humble follower! Remethber the grief which 
swelled in your ‘young heart when,, for the first time, 
you lef^ the home of your father, and mingled your 
tears upon your mother’s cheele! Reftiember that lone 
journey, and the dvi^lling; of the‘stranger; and then 
remember •the goodness and mercy which have followed 
thee to the present time!” “Mother, I do remem¬ 
ber it well; and, by Godhs grace,*from ftiis moment will I 
say, ‘ My father, my father, 'thoo %halt be the guide of 
my yonth ! ’” M. B. 


MASTERS AND SERVANTS.—No. HI. 

INTEGRITY. 

“ He that walketh uprightly, walketh surely,’’ says the 
wise mao—hence David’s prayeiy “Let inte@rfiy and mp- 
rightnese preserve, me.” ®y»Jj>iis quality of the human 
soul we understand genuine honesty, invtard deternaination 
to do the righf at all risks, in all circugistances, at all 
times; uninfluenced by smiles or frowng, fear of punish¬ 
ment, nr hope of reyrard. 
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) f<Ty«;» a veiy attnu^ire to ail wba$e igood w«tA 
4i dei^able;' tto ^oiMfisioB caaaot be ecmcealed. Hie 
tortuous .couraei pursued by tbe mMs of raiuikind^he 
ooostont recurrence of temptationsp-the infinitely rarted 
interconrae humhn society reqniyes, all furnish points nf 
obsterrationr revealing, with more or less clewness, the 
upright man. " Virtue is its own reward,” so we do apt 
wonder to find integrity, ealmly and perseveringly sus- 
tained> a great comfdrt and solace amidst the trials and 
Tidssitudes of life. The sincere man does not dread the 
revealing of secretshe has no motive for disguise; so dis¬ 
charging his duty, in the sphere where Divine Providence 
has cast his lot, be he employer or employed, he may 
reasonably hope for a comparatively happy life. It is, 
moreover, the 'foundatiorf on which to construct an emi¬ 
nently useful career. ' ^ 

The upright man. is he on whom reliance can be placed 
in seasons of emergency,—the centre of influence in the 
community that surrounds him; the perplexed seek his 
aid in difficulty, the sorrowing, find dn him a sympathising 
friend, and all know, that confiding to him thdr peculiar 
experience, it will be safe as in their own heart. But, 
whilst we look wifti untiring satisfaction at sucli a charac¬ 
ter, and trace him amidst tlie changing scenes of life, the 
hour will come when the finijl scene Shall present itself, 
and then what says “the. truth?”—“Mark the perfect 
man and behold the upright, for the end of that man is 
peace.”*^ Blessed consnmrgption! May our readers, in in¬ 
creasing numbers, happily realise it. 

We spo^ce of integrity as a foundation, but this founda¬ 
tion itself must be created ere ’tis'Wd. Nature does not 
produce it genuine; mere tiatural effort only Approximates. 
It is cmly really to be relied on when it is the result of 
a Divine influence. Then, when the Spirit of God has 
renewed the heart, and its energies are controlled by hying, 
active'faith in Giirist—4hen depeadefLce eaa be placed in 
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.tbe perroraomse of thi»'ftofe«fi.oa; ond iMegritf and 
t^rigMness riiail preserve him. I We adecdlojaiitelf .cmn- 
mend this ^ou^t to afl oar readers, rdiether pasters or 
■emiiits, young or c{]d, and earnes&y entreat them to see 
to it that the foandati|n is laid, and that it is so coun¬ 
terfeit, but the genuine production of God the lloly 
-Spirit.* It will be a fearful thing to spend our lires in 
delusion, and prove at last to have rested on sand—insecure, 
treacherous and destructive. 

Illustrations of No. III. in our next. J. O, V. 


TIIU OUTCASTS.—LETTER II.» . 

Bear and honotiued Parents, —It is with unspeakable 
pleasure I have written these few Jines, rejoityng in the happy 
experience of being again restored to your favour, which I by 
my misconduct Ijpd justly forfeiteS. While I reflect on my 
past sins and ingratitude, I stand astonished at your goodness 
in so fr^Iy pardoning such an unworthy rebel as I have been, 
.and again offering me a share in your I6vc and compassion, 
which is a privilege I biglily value* But to whom am I 
indebted for*all tills? Is it^otGod, the supreme Giver of all 
good? T^*Him I owe every blessing I enjoy. Where would 
my guilty soul have been, when exposed to the dangers and 
temptations of n wicked vftirld) bad not tAe Almighty watched 
over me and preserved me ? lAnusUcbrtainly liavc perished, as 
in jt{,stice due to myi iniquity ; bur, blessed be God, He did not 
forsake me, nor itlidraw Hfe mercica from me. What shall I 
jender, therefore, unto the Lordibr all his benefits towards me, 
•who hath redeemed me from destruction, aj:id crowned me with 
loving kindness and tender iqprciits? 01 my dear parents, 
words cannot express the feelings of my heart, the love and 
gratitude I owe to God and mj benefactors, under whose pro¬ 
tection I still continue,.blessed with the privileges of religion, 
God giant the instructions 4 lijiv’e received .may never be for¬ 
gotten, but that they may prove a lasting blessing to my im¬ 
mortal soul; that I ntay have reason to bless God to all eternity 
that ever I whs led to take refiige in this bro^oleot institation. 

' * Previously to this letter being sent^ the parents haA^beini in- ' 
•formed^ flmiv dani^lter being in this insfltmaon. 
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Tbe tkoe fast, ft]tproao4g wlieiu 1 loust leav^tbis houa&^ef 
nescy, and go again into t^e xforld; bat. I trust tbkt God^ wbo 
has preserved me to *tLls present moment, will fever vouobsafe 
to be my j^rutector from tbe dungers and temptations of an 
alluring world. In whatever situntio^in life Providence may 
pinpe me, I pray I may bc'eimbled to look to Him as tbe only 
source and foundation of all real peaee aad ^ppiness. I 
fiumbly beg an interest in your earnest petition at a throne of 
grace for my preservation, and for the welfare of this insti^- 
tion apd its worthy bcrethctors, who do not forget to send pp 
their humble prayers to God for your eternal weliare, as well as 
for mine. 

Should God of his infinite mercy permit us to meet again on 
earth, with unspea^^able joy shall I embrace tbe opportunity 
of telliiig yon wliat great tilings the Lord done for my soul. 
This, my dear parents, is a jirivilege your once unhappy child 
did never expect; but, ble«scd be God, He has restored mo 
friends, peace, and happiness. O ! tlidt ray future time may be 
spent to His eternal praise; that I, with yen, and all my dearest 
friends, may meet belotc the throne of grace to bless and praise 
redeeming love! AVill thank you for an.answer, the first 
opportunity. My duty to you and my dear mother, my love to 
mv sister. ’ r 

* ♦ t 

I remain, your ever gratefui, and I hope, in future, dutiful 
daughter, » » » • 

THE TWO BBOTHERS. 

“ Millions of infant souls compose the family above.” 

A FAifiEB, who hasf'been a'reader of "The Mothers' 
Friend” since its commencement, has been induced, at the 
request of many friends, to send this paper to the Editor 
for insertion in her magamne, hoping it may encourage 
many .jtarents to commencg very early the religious in¬ 
struction of their children. 

O 

“Our family circle consisffed of father, mother, two little 
brothers (Daniel onQ John Henry), and a little sTster. Daniel, 
the eldest, was a^at four and a halt yesre old,- and John Henry 
.abotak“three; both of them evinced thought and feeliug by 
inqdbiq^ of deep ihteit^, such as—‘ Whu is, God ?’ ‘ What 
]|ind of place is beavea, and what is the'^cjBploytnent of these 
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wlio lire there ? * Often d«i thhy expr^ h ’With to die, And go 
to heaven; and their daily conversatjbn was of 'dyi^.’ «i^ 
‘going to heaved in a box,’ (as they expressed it.) Often has 
the youngest littld boy run in from his play, and sai^ to his 
mamma, ‘ 'Will you cry, itamma, if I be buried ? l am going 
to Jesus in a box some day.’ • • * , 

' “They were xemarkably fond of family worship; and easfc 
had hislaruuritecliapters, which they wished ‘father to read,^ 
Daniel’s favourite chapters were the histories of Joseph and 
Jonah ; and little John’s was the account of dohn the Baptist 
preaching in the wilderness. They listened to the reading with 
deep attention, and often ashed interesting questions in con¬ 
nexion with it. We always endeavoured to iwress upon their 
minds the importance of prayer, and for this ^y*they evinced 
a great fondness. Tlj^y would oftjn rise very early in the 
morning, and coming down into the parlour would get a Bible 
and hymn-book, and in their little way read and ering; and then 
with greid earnestness and sincerity uni^e in prayer. 

“They were always, taught the importance of asking, upon 
their knees, the forgiveness of God wllbn they had been 
.naughty; »or oould .they be happy until the^ had dune this. 
One instance may suffice. One day,* the eldest little boy had 
been naughty—Jiis mamnm reprpvcd him, Iwd sent him to hb 
room as a pippshment. After some time she went up to him, 
when he fell upon bis knees, and said, ‘ Oh! mamma, I will 
be a good boy. Will you forojve me, .and aslj Jesus to forgive 
me t ’ His mother knelt down by ^he be;)side, and asked for¬ 
giveness for him; and then she said, ‘iNow, Daniel must ask 
God to •forgive him..’ 'Sobbingj he prated, ‘_0 God, forgive 
Daniel for being a naughty boy, |nd give him a new good 
heart for Jesus Christ’s sake.’- 

“'J'hese dear little boys were exceedingly fond of public 
worship, and had often been remarkfd for their good behaviour 
while in the house of God; and frequently the eldest (ould 
repeat to his mother portions of tlie sermon^—so grea^ was fail 
^leiition. They were evqr Ver^ loving and kind to each otheij 
and never seemed happy when sejlhrated. They were much 
attached to their &hool, and to the lady who’instracted them, 
who menliuns their often asking her interesting qu^tions, mani¬ 
festing great iatelligeilce.” 

[We must accompany these jbnibs^ l!he fbU to.tha 
gate of the dark valla/ next month.] 
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OLD No. III.‘ 

Too Bwst mspta^Maff mt again, if yoo, please, the 
same yard as before, while 1 inti^odaoe^ you to ant^her 
“old woman,” surrounded hym^ymore of the comforts 
of life than my first character, Jjnt a much greater sufferer, 
jfrom physical inability even to cross the,room without' 
extreme pain and dizziness in her head; her legs were also 
much swollen, and altogether she was a most pitiable 

spefdmen of helpless age.She was carefully 

tended by a most kind husband, who performed every 
office required in'their house with almost feminine skill, 
but who wdultr,leave his employ to sit beside his partner 
while we read the wordsoof life. 

The old vroman’s mind' had been partially affected by 
the intense pain in her head, hut on one point she was 
perfectly clear, and this was as. an anchor to "her soul, 
'sure and steadfast^” it was, that Jesus died for her. And 
she truly prove^ how sweet was His name to a*‘ believer’s 
ear,” fpr during the many hours she was necessarily left 
alone, and unable to read from thd state of her Lead, which 
had much affected her sight, she would sit #fth her Testa¬ 
ment in her hand, dimly searching down the columns till 
she could see tlie v^ord ijesus, which she distinguished by 
its large J, and carefully counting how many times He was 
mentiondl. 

Once a beloved sister read to her the beautiful hymn, 
“ Just as I am, without one pleaher delight was un¬ 
bounded ; never after did she suffer a friend to depart 
witlmut the request, “ Will you rend ‘Just as 1 am?’” and 
fast tho'trers would rain from her closed eyes, familiar as 
ty frequent repetition we might Lave supposed the wo4|l 
do have become* She,^oo, has entered «ioto rest, leaving 
only the memorial that the Lord, who was on earth her 
stim^th and song, haid also become her wlvatloi^ eo that 
dea^ ooidd Hut her loving < spirit to seek Us rest 
“in Jesus.” KaWCSS*; 
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IK) YPU ATTEND A MATERNil. ASSOCIATION? 

Did you say "'No— I hare no time •to attend to these 
things—I can do well Sbough with ray children, as my 
mother did with me—I tiust care for the bread and* 
cheese, and they must take their chance ?” Ah! say you^ 
so ? Then you have yet to learn why you are placed in 
the! world, mother. 

“Well, but I can’t go, if I would; I have no dothes.” 
Neither will this excuse do. The “tyne” will only be 
one single hour or so in the month ; and a| to “ clothes,” 
nobody there will look at them if they ard clean and \idy. 
But we will tell you a little tale *—A clergyman said one 
day, at a public meeting, that pe(^le,made « great many 
excuses /or not attending public worship. Some want 

lime—or a hat —orh bonnet —or a shawl—at a seat there 

• . 

—or some one to cook dinner —or to nurse the children — 
'or.take care of the house. In short, said he, their ex¬ 
cuses are innumerable ^ but^ they forgot one want that 
would swall(V{ up all the rest—they wanted a will ! Ac¬ 
cording to the old proverb—“Where there’s a will there’s 
a way,” will you try to get the "will?”* Well, do—and 
join the Maternal Meeting; without delay. You will repent 
it NEV^ ! 


"LIjTTLE B^JJNY.” 

So the simple headstone sai^. Why ^d my eyes fill? 
1 never saw the little creature. 1 never looked in his 
^ughing eyes, or heard his,m^y shout, pr listened for 
his tripping trsad; ’ I’ never piliowed hit Uttle head, «r 
bore his little form, or ‘smoothed his silky locks, or laved 
his dimpled limbs', or fed his eiKrry lips with dainty 
btts, or kissed his rosy cheek as l|e Uj' sle^in^ I 
did mli see his eye‘grow dim, or his little hmtd drop 
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poFrerless, or the dew pf agon^ gather on h!& pale forehead. 
I stood not with.clas^d hands and suspended breath, and 
watched the look that comes but once dit over bis cherub 
face. And yet, “ Little Benny,”,«fmy tears are falling, for 
.somewhere 1 know tlfere’s an*cmpty crib, a vacant chair, 
useless robes and toys, a desolate hearthstone, apd a weep- 
'ing mother. “Little Benny.” It was ail her full heart 
could utter, and it was enough. It tells the whole story. 
—'Fanny Fern. 


THB TRANSPLANTED FLOWER. 

2 Samaerxii. 23.*. ‘ 

Hn twined ronnd our hearts, as a tendril 

"Encirdes d rose-tree’s stem ; 

In the depths of parental affection 
We treasured our liltle genf. 

We hoped, as the rose-tree’s bareness • 

Is clad by the tendril’s flowers, 

That soVould our Jittle bud blossom 
To gladden this home of ours. 

But the gardener knows that the tendril 
Tlie rose’s increase would chock. 

And, whiWit would lend it beauty. 

Would injure as well as deck; 

And our Father, who loves His children 
With faithful and jealous love, 

Lest our hearts should be set on our darling 
Instead of on things abo'^e. 

So geLtly our tdndril transplanted, 

And to His own garden bore, 

In.Heaven—iasHod’s ho^ rpountain-i- ■ 
T» bdossom for eviinnore. * 

Mfe ara anre that he rfeeps id Jesus, 

And nestles upon His breast, 

For*“ He bears th« iambs io His boiein," 
In God’s everlaatipg rest.* • 



FBAOMENTS FOR SF^RE VOUENTS. 


99 


We lanow we sball ideet in the tnoraing, 

We yearn for the danwiiujl day 
When* Jesus, in clouds of heaven, 

• Shalf bear us fiom earth away. 

•• 

Away ! oh, away, to the bcuvers. 

The Eden of GeJ&, above, 

.Whelre He wipes all tears from all faces, 

And love is not jealous love. 

For no heart can there be divided, • 

But Godward all love doth tend; 

For of love He’s the Source and Centre, 

The Object, and Life, and End. ^ 

Oh, give us jience&rward, our Faflier, 

To live r^th a single efe 
To Thee, to Thy praise and Thy glory; 

To live for ou 5 home on higfi; 

• * 

To wait fivr the Lord from Heaven 

With patience, and hope, and^oy, 

J'or the d^y when our Elder Brother 

“ Brings with Him” out darlinglhoy. 

• 

J)hj ray heart leap» up ” with its longing 
QSliat glory our own to call. 

When the Christ shall be King in Zion, 

When God shali be All in All. • 

Hath. 11. C. M. 


FBAGMENTS FOB SFABE MOMENTS. 

MATERNAL EDUCATION. 

‘That species of education (sfPjrs an author) which is 
derived from maternal care is jilways t|je most valuable. 
How numerous are the qases where guilt is check*ed in il^ 
(ftreer by t}ie force of aflletionate^colleetioiHi arising in the 
bosom of a youth, when fai* distant {loai' his home, and 
removed from friendly (»un$el. The image his mother 
floats before him—the vicious passion is excelled, and the 
wanderer may be fixed itnr ever in a Mf* of virtBe, iroiik the 
first triumph of rnatermd precepts. 
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NOTICE or BOOKS. 


DO TOO. S^COOKIS^ TBS rOStSllT? 

Two persons, who %ave choseii each other out of all the 
species, with the dpsign to he each other>s mqtual comfort 
and cntertaininent, have in that «teiy action bound them- 
. selves to be good-huftioured, affable, joyful, forgiving and 
patient, with respect to each other’s frailties and^ imperfec¬ 
tions, to the end of their lives. 

' “ WONDEaruLLT MADE.” 

It may not be generally known that the human hair 
. (light hair) held up’to the sun presents all the phenomena 
of the prism, gving the various colours of the rainbow. 
Isolated hairs will give ;Bt their end‘the circle coloured as 
the rainbow. The hair, therefore, is proved to be tri¬ 
angular, and possessing the properties of the prism. 

“ BE CONTENT WITH SUCH THING# AS YE HAVE.”, - 

r ' 

A remark of Sadi, the Persian poet, was, “ I never com¬ 
plained of my condition but once, when my feet were bare, 
and I had not moiiey to buy^shoes,; but I mot a man with¬ 
out feet, and became contented with my lot.’,’, 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

The Band of Mope Seviete. Vol. for 1853.*^ ^ndon: Parttklge and 
Oakey. 

A delightfal present for. our children—full of good things on tem¬ 
perance, and other useful matters. 

lAirary of Biblical Lileratut^e. Noe. 3 and 4. London: FVeeman. 

We cordiaUy recommend this work to our young friends. They 
will find in it much }>ibUcal information. 

Seed. London: Simpkin and Marshall. 

An imaginative but interesting cpnversation on the Besurrection 
Jane Rutherfbrd. , London t^lark and Co. 

TOie third volume we have read with .pleasure of “ The Bun and 
Read Library.” “ The Peq> into a Mi^r’s Home and a Miner's 
Occupation ” is a graphic tale by one of the people. 

Afamma’s Budget Lcpdon: Honlston and Stoneman. 

Three amusing and instrnetive becdu for oar young friend. 
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TdE TRIED iSoTHER.—No. II, 

“ Mother I^Mother!” said Jane HaVcourt, rusting one 
morning into the front kitchen, where her mother was 
preparing dinner, with flushed %e and extended hands. 
“ Oh! mother, yon can't think what a mess Mary hts 
made od baby; we all told her not to do it, bat she wonJd 
not listen to us a minute. Oh ! you will he so sorry! and 
it will give you so much trouble t” ‘‘ What ha^ she 
done, my dear? You look quite frightened.” “Why, 
mother, you know, Kitty was washing up some plates, so 
Mary went behind her, and dipped her hand into the 
greasy water, and tjjen she’rubbed her hand on the p<5t that 
Kitty had just put on the fire, and she has messed baby 
with her hand all over; the pretty little cap; that you took 
so mucdi trouble with last night, Jmd the nice little clean 
pinafore, are messed all over with snjut, and so are poor 
baby’s l{/fice and hands. She is such a figure! Oh! 
mother, do come and see!” 

“ Oh ^ de#r, dear IV said th® triefl and busy mother, 
“what sham I do with my little Mary ?” and leaving her 
pudding half made, she hastened into the other apartment 
to see the havoc her litide daughter had made. There 
lay poor baby on its little rug,* covefed with the marks of 
MaryJs black fingere. Mar^ sat in a corner pouting, with 
her finger on her lip; Kitty was ISoking at her with an 
angry and flushed face. • 

“Oh! missus!” said the trusty little Irish eerijant, 
“what will we do with that there wicked little Mary? 
She’ll be the death o' us all eiftirely, and you in particular, 
j Jist glint yer eye dojrn there to that little colleen of a 
baby. The beauty qf a ca*p tllot you were an hour doing, 
she has covered with, the black smut—tfie creature! What 
will we do witli^ her, miMus?” “Go Jo your room, 
Mary,” said the heart-stricken mother * “ I |dll come to 
you, by-and-by, whan I am at leisure ’ 

YOU VII. * 



10? the sistes’B influence. 

"With sullen look dp^ed stpp Mayy reluctantly- 
left the scene of her finiscliief, went to her room, and 
dosed the door. Hie busy and sortdwful ^ mother desired 
Kitty to give an eye *to baby whils^shie finished the prepa¬ 
rations for her dmner; «and th^ she was Obliged to glte 
half an hour in washing apd re-dressing the infant, ^ho 
hot a few hours before she had with so much care made SO 
heantifnlly clean and neat. 'When the little one was laid 
down ,in her -mid-day sleep, with heavy heart and tearful 
eyes Mrs. Harcourt ascended the stairs, to hold converse 
■with her little daughter, who was constantly causing her 
so much trouble. On entering the room she looked around 
for the object of her solicitude ; but Mary was nowhere to 
he found. In vain the mother and hei* little servant 
searched homestead and'garden, till the morning vras lost 
in agitation and exciteihent. 

We shall hope to find Miss Mary by next month. 


THE slSTER’S INFLUENCE. 

“ Am I my brother’s keeper ?” 

What power has woma-n in'the home circle, even in 
babyhood! We lately lodked in upon a little family 
group at play, and observed with deep interest the rn- 
flnence of a gentle litfle girl over her rougher and sterner 
brothers. “Don’t cry, Georgy dear!’’ said the sweet 
Edith;' “let me kiss the place to make it well! There, 
there, Georgy,—lea;n your h«id upon my shonlder,—it 
wc«S^ Ache long! ’’ 'This wa^ like oil upon troubled waters; 
Gsorgy's ruffled temper %as hushed into a calm; and the 
young sister, byher gentlenfess and loye, caused her brother 
to forget tiMt he had been hurt. 

T9ims it is over, as we pass' along life’s pfigrimage; 
veowan’s i|jfiuen,ce is great for good or for evil. We 
have Sometimes hea/d brothers sa 3 ',>“I would never be 
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so pusillaninioiiE as to be guio£d bj girh or wiMoen; whKt 
dot/ie^ IcQOWtibouit men’s business in the battle of. Ufe 7 
Tbeir place is 'at home, making pmidinga and datidng 
stockings.” Yes, to b? sure it is^ this is quite ttue; tb®t 
it is at home where the wdunded in the “ battle o&'Ufe l’' 
% for refiige, nursing, and cdnsolatioa—aye, and attme'^ 
tin^ for counsel too, strange as this may seem. 

We beard a gentleman say ewe dfv, tjiat only once ia> 
Ids hfo he had refused to ta]^ his mfe’s adviee. ah£l that 
on that very (wensmn be lost five thou^d pounds. This; 
was a rare case, certainly; and this gentleman had a very 
sensible wife, with.wjiom he was accustomed to go over the 
events of the day, as they, sat by the horne-hem'th. But 
there are many husbands and fa^^er^ who .are pleased to, 
acknowledge woman’s influence in the every-day doings and 
vexations of life. • * 

“ What is the matter, Arthur ? you look tired and 
pale.” “Don’t Ssk me! I anq worried and goaded to 
death. 1 shall be cross, if you ask sae any questions 1 ’’ 
Arthnr h.a(| Just returned from the city strifo, and £mmA 
vraited her time—wise girl as she was—oto soothe her 
brother, without his knowing it.. “I here sifoh a nice 
book here, Arthur,” said Emma, ‘after dinaer, as her 
brother lounged on j;he couch, disquieted. “ Shall 1 read a 
page?” “Well,* you may^ if you* like*; but I will not 
promise to understand.” . EmtiTa began to read, and Arthur 
entered into, the sublet before he was aware, and, reft^^d 
to his- room cheered and hopeful, 

We shall; tell you some naqre of a,^sister’s seccots neat 

month. 

A MOTHER'S. JlESl>ONSU}ILErY.~No. VI. 

Now come with us to another moth&’s Home-r.-her 
external circumstances and class in^society are much the 
same as Mrs. Raylflss’s. She possessed no more of this 
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wopM’s goods; birt then she had the blessing of God, 
which maketh rich. Mer little ones were eBrly sent to the 
Sabbath school, and <oontinued there until they left to fiU 
respectable situations, ^or becaml' teachers themselves. 
Mrs. hight trained her children' in the way to the king** 
dom, ‘wmidst many difficulties. Her husband was not a 
helper with her in anything relating to religion, or re¬ 
gions training; but she erected a family altar in her house, 
and morning and evening w^s that mother’s voice heard, 
going up to the G.od of heaven for blessings upon . her 
hdnsehold. 

While the infant was yet too young Jjp walk by her side, 
she carried it to her private chamber, and at a particular 
chair she knelt to implore blessings on its young head ; 
and as soon as the children were able to walk, they led 
the way to that same chair, to join in thd mother’s prayers. 
When the doors of the sanctuary were open, she had her 
household all ready to assemble with the worshippers, and 
none of h» little gioup were seen, to enter the Sabbath 
school after the prayer for a blessing had gone ijp. “ Oh! 
no,” she wouN say, “ I like them to be in the way, if the 
shower should descend.” They grew up industrious, 
honest, frugal, and ‘"kjlndly affectioned one to another.” 
As they advanced in life, all—save one—became dis,piples 
of Jesus. 

Mrs. Light also became a widow; but she knew whwe 
to fly for the shelter of a Rock, during all the storms of 
life. Her brow was unclo'nded, for the light of life ever 
shone upon her path; and. when she came down to the 
shadowy valley, she could look through it to the land afar 
off, and rejoice that she s6on to see the King in His 
beauty; “ There' is only one httle sorrow on my heart,” 
she would say “ and that is, that there is yet one of my 
finhilv who has not enlisted under the banner of the 

* (f 

cross.’.’ On being sSsked how she f^lt as she drew near 
the grave, she replied,—“ Very happjv resting upon my 
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ro<^. Death is the gate to endless joj, and I am entering 
there.” Then; one by one, she d^ired*them ail to draw 
near, and receii% her blessing and %ewell. Last of all 
came Robert—the undbnverted Robert. “ Draw near, 
my son,” said the dying mother; * “ give me your bandj 
my eyes .are dimmed by the pressure of death: soon, my 
sooj I shall be in my Father’s home, in glory, everlasting. 
Mary will be there— John will be there— Jane will be 
there: but oh! my son, my dear son, will you ever 'join 
that blessed, blessed company ? Shall your mother ever 
have to say ‘ Amen,’ to that dread sentence pronomi'ced on 
you, ‘ Depart, ye cursed 7’, Oh ! tell me,.my boy, wijj you 
resolve to live the \ife of the vrtcked, and die to be shut 
up ill everlasting torments ? My God is .waiting to be 
gracious to thee, my sorf; turn to him, and live.” 

This was a last? effort J' the eyes were fixed on her son, 
and the hand firmly grasped her prodigal boy. It was a 
mother’s death-grftsp; and long^after she had passed to 
her “home,” did that^son imagine h« felt the pressure as 
at that solpmn moment, filer work was done—this last 
appeal was made the means of the converskm of her son, 
and he is now treading t^e upwgfd pat]} which leads to 
a glorious immortality. Nov, when the judgment-day 
arrives, how differ^t will be the situation of these two 
mothers! Oh ! 6 an you not imagine throne covered with 
s^ame and confusion, calling u|)on the rocks and the lulls 
to cover her from the presence of the Lamb; ^c, and 
from the agonising and reproachful looks of those wrethhed 
beings, whom she had led 90 in the broad road, and 
trained fur the abode rebel spirits! Listen^ what are 
the fearful words sSe hears-,-” Depart, ,ye cursed! *— 
awful words I * Oh! who Ain think of her doom, and the 
curses heaped upon her head by her lost children, without 
crying out for grace to avoid such living, such dying, and 
such an eternity I 

But, now jook ^atn : there stands tbe^pious, consistent. 



iiu<>tlier, clad ji*, the ‘IwbiUiactds of immortality, 
ready ^ithilii^i; diildreo aitd, < gi'andchildren, 
tfl eater the daudlMB city of the redeemed j aye, aad 
Imt |)r^igal boy ia tljere too—(Robert,, whom she left 
uaeowerted. There hb. ataadst,- atal a. group are smiling 
upon, lum, .to whom he, was mad*, useful in the, Sabbatl» 
.school. Hark! the Judge is saying, “ (Come, ye blessed 
aod amidst the harps of heaveu they enter the new Jeru- 
asdelnv and they ai’c tor ever shut in with their Lord. 


THE mother's LE^ON. 

! hmk upow thy boy, 
Now so fuljj of youthful joy; 

Tliink ol‘ what that (hild mny be, 
As he prattles, on your knee. 

All is bright and joyous now,^ 

Not“a cloud rests on Ids brow; 

Thou eanst count his days of earth, 
Thou remeoiberest his birth. 

But an angel cannot say, 

When shall be his latest day. 

Ncvfo can that spirit*die, 
Bi-ighteiinig now that infant eye. 
Art thou willing he should be 
TVirilied f6r endless' ndscry 1 
Art thon wiiha'g he shonldgo, 
Dotvn to never-ending woe ? 

Shull he enrse his mother’s name, 
Tracing to her all his shame ? 

As he fords the fiery deep, 

Where no eye shall ceaso to weej), 
SbaJlthe caherp fuH Of flame; 

Echo (back thine harnd name t 
Ate you. traiaiug Itim. to. he' 

Htir to all this, misery? 

Rouvs thee, mother, from thy sleep! 
“ W’hat jH: sow tliat shall ys reap,” 
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Look ftgftin upoa'tfajr bay, 

T«U kiiu of tkM world oijoy,. 

Wh*re tlie streot? are paved with gold, 
'Where the ellers ne’er grow old. 
Tell him of uie Shephcrt^King, 

Tell him how tfle angels sing; 

T6U him of that dying love, 

Sang by the redeemed above; 

Tell him if be would be there, 
lie must be a child of prayeV, 
Morning, noon, and dewy eve. 

Tell him that he must believe. 

Tell him of the Saviour’s tears. 

Tell him of the giuner’s fears, 

Tell hi nr he was born fttsin. 

All ^lolluted too witbm. 

'J'ell bini lie iijust have il dress, 
rormt-d of Jesus’ righteousness. 

Tell him of that blessed Book; 

Bid him often in it look ; 

Bid hifci read the woml,rous plan^ 

Ol God’s love to ruined may. 

Cflten let him heaV you pray, 
‘yioadiiig, wrestling e\ery day; 

Tiuiii him U]) to serve the Loid. 

He will give tlh‘e thy rcwaid. 


SUxVDAY EVENING pCCUPATIONS. 

PKOMISES. 

■ Mv dear children, I am going to talk to you for a 
little while about promises. 'You know very well vfhat a 
promise means, and whether or not^yon can trust a person’s 
promises.^ -There are %ome,pe^ous who b^k their word 
so often that we never' knovg whether to heUeve them, knd 
thus their promises give us no fdeasure. It is not so with 
God. He never, mver makes a promise to any one which 
lie does not ke^. When reading thfs BiWe, did yo^ ever 
notice or learn by heart any of His promises ? 

o 2 
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1 once heard of a little girl who tried to copy them'all 
ihto a book 5 but} at list, she told her sister that she must 
kare off, for God’^ Word was full of‘promises. One 
Sunday evening we all tried to rftnemher some of them, 
and they were very beautiful. Would you like to make a 
list of all you can find, first in the Old Testament and then 
in the New ? When you have done this, I have a very im¬ 
portant questiop, dear children, for you each to answer,— 
not‘tb me,—not to your father, or your mother,—but to 
God and your own heart. Am I one of those to whom 
God’s promises arc made? What has He promised?—A 
blessed home in* Heaven, and, many) .many other things 
which I will leave you 'to find out,* To whom has He 
promised such blessmgs ?—To all whose sins are forgiven, 
and who love His Sop Jesns Christ. Have you,ever i'elt 
that you are a sinner, and asked to be^foigiven ? Do you 
love Jesus ? Did *you ever pray that His love may fill 
your heart ? If you look in the Acts df the Apostles, you 
will find, an accoui^ of a wicked man, of whom it was said 
that he had “ no part nor lot'in the matter.’’ ‘May God 
forbid that any child, or parent either, who reads this 
paper, should h^ve no,“part pr lot” in the promises of 
God. Maiiy. 

pagH for'Ouu Boys at school. 

I 

THE GLORIOUS REVENGE. 

(Continuedfromp. 95.J 

" UH, Alice 1 ” exclaimed Basil, with tears in his eyes, 
“ I never«thought‘of all tfiat; no, I would not ruin poor 
Charley for the wurld.” “ Tj}is wMuld be your glorious 
revenge, my dwy boy,” *Hiid ^lice,- quietly. “ Oh! no, 
no, dear Alice; I never, never could be so wicked as that, 
though Charks did make me very angry at the time; but, 
you know, I skonl^ like to punish him-a little for it.” 
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renlly glorious* rerenge.” *“ Alice; dear, pray teD me V* 
said Basil. “Well; do you remeinberibe text—‘Benot 
overcopie with dvil,—’ what comes next ? ” “ Why, ‘ but 
overcome evil with good;’ to be sure, Alice. I know what 
you mean, now.” “ Well,(then, think over what a glorioi|B 
revenge you can have by obeying the command in that text, 
my dearand Alice left the room. 

Basil did not sit thinking long before he decided what to 
do. With Alice’s permission, on tlie following de^ he 
invited Cliarles West to tea. He was much surprised oa 
receiving the invitation, but accepted it. They had a very 
pleasant evening together, Their principal amusement 
cunsisted in sailing l^asii’s ships 6n a pond in the garden; 
for the finest, Cliarles expressed great admiration. But the 
time for^ his return to school came. ^ !&asil took him up to 
his play-room. “dJbarley,” said he, “you admired the 
‘Hero’ most of all my vc'ssels, so I will'make you a present 
of it.” • Oh no,’t cried Charles, stepping back, “ I could 
not think of such a thing.” “Ofi, buj Charley, you must 
liaveit; .Mice lets me clo what 1 like with, my ships, and 1 
can make in'yself another just like it; and papa says, if 
Air. Mathews will allow you, you can come up on Saturday 
and sail it with mine. «nd T will teach you how to make 
ships, too.” 

Cliarles turned uway his bead to wjpe his tears. “ Basil,” 
lie exclaimed, as they bade each'other good night, “I will 
iiev. r try to injure you again, as I did yesterday; no, I 
liever will. Good night, dear* Basil.” From that ’day 
Basil and Charles were firm friends. Charies was. easily 
persuaded never to use the “ Key to thi Exerdsts” again; 
lie always afterwards Hied tp imitate his friend’s exam^e, 
(.no he gaiued*the esteem %f' his* master and the love of his 
school-fellows. My 'youi^ readers, was not Basil Lee’s it 
gluriuus revenge ^ 
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THE DELICAXE ^ND INDIJSTIII 4 US TOUNa 
MOTHEll. 

“ r am obliged to persevere.” 

These was no one in the railway carriage but myself 
till we stopped at the first station on the road; there a 
pretty, neatly dressed young woman entered—she looked 
eery delicate, and had an infant in her arms.' The child, 
though apparently very young, was stout and heavy, and 
children lie heavier in the arms when too young to sit up 
than when older, when they seem to help themselves by 
their sprightliness. I thought of iliis, and seeing the 
traveller was evidently weak and delicate, I thought it not 
too small an occasion to give a helping hand to a fellow- 
traveller. 

“ You have a beautiful little hoy,” said I; “ but he 
seems almost more than you can manege; let we relieve 
you of his weight for the short time we may travel in 
company.” 

She thanked me, and willingly transferred him to my 
arms, as it is said all experienced nurses do. 1 mean, that 
they are willing to let any one relieve their arms who 
be drawn into the service. “ How old is he ?” I asked. 
■“ Five weeks old,,” she replied- “ You ought to be pretty 
■strong to caary about such a fat baby as he iS all day,” 
“ Indeed,” she replied, ” I am anything but strong. 1 
do not. recover my strength at aU, as I hoped and ex- 
peoted.” “You will‘soon he better,” I replied, “with 
-God’s blessing, if you do not fatigue yourself too much 
^ore'your strength is equal to yow exertion.” “ I fear 
I shall not,!’ she replje(r; “J am suflfecing from the 
neglect and carelessness of my nursej and I fear I shall 
never be well again. I am sure it was very wrong of her, 
for I pdd her well, and required nothing of her except to 
keep my rooms in order, and attend to hehy and me; and 
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when she cajSe to me everything was beautifully clean, so 
she had no excfise^S but slie did‘nots attend properly to me, 
and she left everything so dirty and untidy that it made 
me quite grieved.” 't-That was very wrong of her,” said 
I; “ but never mind, yomwill sooh have it ajl right agaio, 
and, as I suppose that is your first child, and your husband 
is at work all day, you may take a good deiil of rest while 
baby sleeps.” “ No,” said she, "that I cannot do, for my 
husband has very delicate health, and cannot d<f work 
enough to maintain us, and I must work.” “ Wliat work 
can you do ?” I asked. "I am a dress-maker,” she 
replied. “ I am pow goiyg to receive orders of a l^dy.” 
"And have you m^ich employment?” "Quite as much 
as I can do,” she replied. “l am always at work when I 
can lay down the child, and he sleejjs a good deal. When 
my huslrand is wfdl enough, he is out from eight in the 
morning till nine .at night; bnt he is v?ery delicate, and is 
often at home ill, and 1 have to nurse hint. So that, with 
keeping tny own rooms clean, and doing' everything for 
him and the bhild, I have my bands pretty full.” “ And 
now that yoh are so weak, how do’yoii manage it all?” I 
inquired. " Are you no^ constrained o^ten to lie down 
and rest?” "Oh!” she replied, “.that would never do; 
1 should do nothing if once I gave way. I’m obliged to 
persevere, and never give aver from morning to night, 
otherwise I should feel my illneSS more, and should accom¬ 
plish nothing.” 

■ We had more conversation •after this, concerning'the 
“rest that remaineth for the people of God,” when this 
s««ne of toil and trial is over; an^ I asiced h« •hat value 
^e set on that nBt,*and was' her hope conoermng 
it; 1 also took, down 'ha- address, and promised to call on 
lier, which promise I'kept. But the words that' I found 
profitable in her little namrtive were those*at the head ot 
this paper—^“I’m <d)liged to pas^ere,"—and p|rhaps 
they may be a profitdble lesson to others. 
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THB.SLEaEPING WARRIOR. 

Waksii'b! »>use thee fh>m tliy sltnabers. 
While ^onr’rt sleepiog deaiii is nigh; 

Sttbile plaiu thy Ibes are itrniing. 

Rouse thee, soldier, lest thou die. 

Hosts of men, and hpsts of devils. 

Dare thee to the combat now ; 

Gladly would, they tear the laurels 
From that noble, sainted brow. 

Gird thee on the heavenly armour, 

Sword and helmet, belt and shield ^ 

List! thy 'name the Captain’s CH]J|kig, 
Soldier! brother^ never yield. 

Hear ye not the martial music 
Echoing now from Ziuu’s.beight 2 

Lo! it cheers the weary wprrior, 

As he matches on to fight. 

High above the mortal combat, 

See the Victor’s crown appears. 

O’er the portals of that city ' 

Where are hushed the soldier's fears. 

Warrior, rouse thee! time is flying. 

Fight the fight, of faith and love ; 

Soon the Conqi\eror’o joy shnll greet thee. 
In the Victor’s home above. 


FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. III. 

■' bebekah. 

It ip often remarked by travellers in Eastern countries, 
that the manners wd customs which prevail there in the 
pr^ent day are, for the moqt part, the same that they wtste 
in the times of the Patriarchs. , The Arabs, tvho descended 
from Abraham through Ishmael^ dwell in tents, moving 
from place to.^aoe, wherever gfrass can be found for their 
flocks,; being sRH tepded by the maidess of the tribe. 
Still is the wayfater greeted hospitalSyeby many of these 
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tribes, though their general character is far from being 
honest, and their habits are such* as u^re foretold by the 
Lord to the mother of Ishmael.—(Jen. xvi. 12. Still is 
the marriage-tie a bidgain in which the consent' of the 
parents is given to the unton of tfieir child with the man 
who can offer the highest dowry, and the young couple 
never meet until after the wedding ceremonies are ended. 
One traveller relates, that in his sojourn amongst the 
Nestorian Christians, he witnessed a scene exactly lilfe that 
recorded in Gen. xxiv., even to a likeness in the names of 
the bridegroom and his adopted father, which were those 
of Abraham and Isaac. , 

It would seem ?hat the worship, or- at least the know¬ 
ledge of the true God was retained in. the family of Nahor, 
the brother of Abraham, since it was thither that the 
trusty Eliezer was •dispatched to procure a wife for Isaac. 
In fulfilment of the prayer offered up by that truly pious 
servant, the beauCiful llebekab, first cousin to Isaac, pre¬ 
sented herself at the well. We may here remark, that the 
drawing 8f^ water is to this day exclusively the business of 
the women in Eastern countries. 

We admire the easy <i>id graegful coijrtesy with which 
Rebckah, unconscious of her,eoiniBg destiny, not only 
relieved the thirst o/ the stranger, but supplied with water 
his tired camels. * None caif fully tail tire value of such a 
kind gift, save those who have fiaversed the hot and sandy 
deserts of Arabia, with the tongue cleaving to the.roof of 
the mouth, and eyes strained In vain, day after day, to 
see the longed-for springs'. J^ay we not learn here to go 
beyond ' mere obligatory duties, .to do more than mere 
necessity or pity demtftids, for tjjje suffering, the cast-down, 
aud the sorrowful? 'Norphotitd we be ever unmindful 
^the wants of those‘ dumb anil faithful creatures which 
administer to our' eonveniehce or comfort, and which arc 
placed by the Creator df all things under* the dominion of 
man, for his pse, itot for his abuse and tieglect. 
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'‘She bath do»e wb«tv she oouMbbieabound betht? 
osly limit n?e sbeiibl|»laiM‘to our exertions-ibr the bme&t 
of our fellow-creature^ 

We hope to accompany Eebekab c^xt month. 


« MOTHER, MAY I GO OUT?” 

Th'j? spake a'littlfe boy, nearly-sixty years ago, whilst 
he stood upon the threshold of his home, with his face 
turned towards his mother. He had been well brought 
up, and could "not, go without the consent of her he loved 
—the'reply was, “What doyou wanttd''go out for, child ?” 
This was not a negative, and the answer was ready. “ I 
want to go and play '; please, may 1?” A nod set him 
free, and away he bounded. , 

“Well—and why should he not?” some mothers will 
ask. “O dear, would you like your children tc mingle 
with the rude boys ^in the street, and learn all their bad 
ways?” There }s danger, no doubt, you will say; but 
they must mix with worse men very soon, and is it 
not better for them to get a little experience beforehand, 
especially whilst 'they^ ehjo^ the"' guidance of a wise and 
discreet mother. 

But the same partms who, gre thus anxious about their 
children in this particula*, have no objection to their 
learning the accomplishment of dancing, which is exceed-, 
ingly fascinating to the young; also full of danger in after 
life, leadit^ them to mingle in scenes where the godly 
man would say, “ Come out—be ye separate—touch not.” 
Yet, even at the risk of being thoxght vulgar, we main¬ 
tain, that the lin^ of dem^rcati^on between .,the Christian 
and the world should be plain and cleat- We can lwva 
no sympathy with those professedly Ghristka. porasts, 
who can encourage an^d enjoy the midnight dance for their 
children. But, wfe are asked, what'harm is.tfaere in a 
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UtUo itmocei^ priyate party ?” "JNone at alfc ^ertainJy.'’^ 
“ ta. there any wore barm iaa quiet igama at or< wa 
wt to the tbeatte ? Or what harm there >be ia talHng 
a stroll toithe i'ace<«ourse, to see those beautiful hqisiH 
exert the powers which Gcd has given them, evidently lot 
’ swiftness,,and-which the noble creatures seem fidfy senr 
sible of, by their struggles for mastery ?” Well, suppose 
that" ill the abstract there is none, would^you like to be 
seen there ? Is it at all congenial with your habits of 
praj-er and praise ? Are you really satisfied ? Would you 
like to die there 1 Is it not mixing with the world, with 
the enemies of the .cross of^ Christ; going, as far as,you 
cai^ from the direct Vommauds Him who bled and died 
for you, and as near to the pit of perdition,as you daue ? 
Is4hi8 your love to your.friend? Y^hat wouM he said of 
a man, wedded to the dearest object of his affections, and 
whom he professed to love as his own 'soul, if he should 
.be found choosing for his associates and companions the 
bitterest enemies of his wife and ail i^r connexiqns, and 
who.were, constantly seeliing to injure and.destroy them? 
How would fhb dear we feel ? Would it not break ^1 her 
•peaces and make his professions more than doubtful? 

Iti these days of Gospel libejty, tljere is little danger 
from outward persecution. We have nothing.to fear—at 
least, fSr the present—from the dungeon,, or the iag^t. 
Bu^ we live in more trying, tinres. Christians are nou;- 
uaUsd to exercise a sy^em of self-inflicted dkcapUne,. and 
how few have the ‘ moral courage to come out; and be- 
separate, and touch not the imclean thing; to Kve in njean- 
ness and poverty; to be loaded with disgrace and ignominy, 
and counted.as the off-aooqripg^f all things; tO'be kiUw 
all the day long* that tli^v U^ay approve, themselves to-, he 
“ good soldiers of; the'Lord Jeans Christ.” llhia is, to 
tike-vp the cross, and follow-Him, who for'tfamn, 
thVtmgh evil and good report. 

Mother],father! if'^you are goihg on pleaSnhtly, and’ 
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all is easy with yo«, cast about—look well to your wayk! 
There is reason tU feaikyou have wandereA from the pirth 
of self-denial, and are straying in the ^een fields, and 
amidst the flowing streams of wdtMiy godliness. Flee! 
flee for your life! You may "find it diflSeult; but you 
must fly or perish. Jf. B. 


THE TWO BROTHERS. 

{Coniinued/rom p. 95.) 

“ Often did we indulge the hope that our dear boys would be 
spared to us,—^grdw up to man’s'cstate,f^nd be the means of 
advancing the Saviour’s kingdom,—but our-heavenly Father 
bad otlier thoughts towards them. Our eldest little boy now 
became exceedingly ill, pnd, having, procured medical aid, we 
found that symptoms of severe scarlet fevey W'cre showing them¬ 
selves. His little brother was deeply concerned for him, and 
could not be induced to leave him tor Ion" togethc^. returning 
every now and then to minister to his wants, by giving him a 
cup of cold water to drink. 

“ The day following, being Sunday, he became Worse, lying 
in his little bed. I was sitting beside him, when he rose up and 
said, ‘ Father, yon must never tell a story ; because, if you do, 
yon can never go'’to Heaven when'you die.’ Those words have 
left an impression on ir.y m'lnd which I ^hink time cun never 
obliterate. I shall remember them to. my. dying hqpr, the 
manner in which they were skid was so Solemn. During the 
night, and the next diiy, h^ suffered greatly. On the Tuesday, 
hia little brother, who the day before had been well and lively, 
wa^ attacked with the same disease, and tlius both brothers 
were laid together npon the bed of sickness. It is only a 
parent’s heart that can conceive what were our feelings at this 
most painful dispensation of Providence; but I trust that, in 
humble submission to the l^S'inc will,'^ we w<-re enabled to say 
with Elly * It is the Lord^ lei; Him do as seemeth Him ggtod.’ 

“ Buriog the week they evidently gTew worse; and one day, 
as my wife sal by the bedside, she said to-our eldest litti^boyt 
who was apparently snflhring mneb pain Just then, ‘ You seem 
very^poorly, love—Wuereabouts are yog so poorly ? ’ To which 
he rep’ied, * Oh, mamma, I am poorly all over.’ His mamma 
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said, * But Jesift will make yon better s'oon, love.’ which he 
said, with a sweet smile npon his taO(^ ‘Yes, mamsaa, Jesus 
will make me betteb oiT than you can, and ^ive me sotlter pillows 
to lay my head on than you can. 1 love Jesus.’ His mamma 
repeated that sweet verse of Dp. Watts,,— 

‘ Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are 

and he said, ‘Yes, I am going to Jesus.^’ t^e then sang the 
little verse beginning— 

* There is a happy land, 

Far, far away 

“Often during liis'^Uness did be^engage roost fervently in 
prayer, with his little hands clasped, and his eyes uplifted 
towards heaven. When we talked tp li|pi of dying, he was 
very calm and composed; there appe^ed to be no fear; aijd 
often wou^d he say, ‘,I should like to die, and go to live with 
Jesus! ’ At one time, when speaking to thim of dying, and 
asking him if he would like to die, he said, ‘ Yes; but I cannot 
find my way to the door, mamma! -Will yod go with me to 
the lobby end?’ What an expression for a child 1 Was,, 
indeed, the valley so dark that the dear little 'lamb, as be was 
about entering,'' shrunk for a moment from it, and wished for 
company ? 

Mother!—Father! that^alley is Mark; But you must go 
through it alone; no friend can aifcompany you; and nought 
'but the grace of God, and faith in the atoning sacrifice offered 
on Cnlvary, can eiiadle you to pkss through without fear; if a 
possessor of these, yon may then ifay, ‘ Yea, though I walk 
tlirougb the valley of the shadow of death, 1 will fear no evil, 
for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.’' 

“It was remarkable to sec with what patience the dear little 
fellow bore his suderings (for they were great), without a 
murmuring word escaping from his bps. (I'he day previous tp 
his death he said, ‘ I warit to go hptpe ;’ to wipch we replied, 
‘My dear, you <are at 'hom^’ when be said, ‘ Yes, but I 
want to go to my o^her 'kome.’ Several places in which we 
had lived were named, and he-tyea asked if it Was to any of 
toese places that he wished to go, when he replied, ‘Mo! 1 
want to go to my new hpfne ! ’ Durin|' tb% night he repeatedly 
called his little brothef, saying, ‘ John Henry,.eome with me! 
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\Ob, Jobnay, ame witk rajsj if.you, 4oii’t, you will be lost!’ 
wd, ri8ing.iij*in.bfi(i, sail!,,‘Mamma, you,>wP lay Johany 
by me, won’t y OH?’ Siiesakl,* Yes, love!’ axil she did lay tbem 
s^e by side.. The dayTollowing be su^ered.mucb during the early^ 
part of the moniing ; bi^t towards the aflieriioon he appeased a 
dittle easier; and, sitting up in b^d, lie asked to kiss each of us,. 
yvhicb he did very atBfectionateiy; then ctaeping his little bands 
together, and looking up towards heaven, he said, ‘ O Jesus! 
bless Danueyj and forgive him. for being a muighty boy,',and 
take,him to heaven' when he die.s, for Jnsus Cbiist’s sake.’ 
Then he sang those beautiful lines of Wesley :— 

‘ Uallelajah to J^sus, who iliedon the tree, 

'And raised up a ladder of mercy for me! ’ 

'' * * '<*' 

Aftev which bo, said, ‘ Mamma, I am gmng to. heaven on 

a ladder;’ and, directing. his eyes towwds the cgiling,, he 

exclaimed, ‘Mamma! 'do you see that man there?’—as 

tlmugh lm saw some object which attracted his attentibn. These 

were the last woyds he uttered. We' saw him gradually 

unking during the afternoon ; and about half-past five on the 

evening of Monday,. August 1st, his hdppy spirit winged, its' 

Agbt to that happy land, where sickness and death are na 

nwre.known;, and is now jpining in'tlte songM the redeemed 

around the throne of God,— 

‘ Arpimd the throne God in heaven 
Thousands of children stand, 

Children vAiose sins are aH forgiven, 

A holy, happy bandi « 
i ' Shging glo:^, glopy, glo^ ! ’ ” 

t 

[The end of thig interesting story next mpntlh—En.] 


TKANKSSSIVING STWRY. 

• ' • *, A. 

“MAby,’,’ said, the yr^ngpr o^vtwo little girls, aa tltey 
needled ioaderiateoarset orverii^, one bold^uight in Ueceta- 
ber. “ Tell me about Tkanksgivi^ Da^, before papa went 
to If^ven; *I’m ccdd'anditu'hgry, and I'can’t go to sleep; 
I wpt sometMug pice,to tjtink. about.” "Hush!’’ said 
the d4tr child ;j‘‘don’t let dear naSmma hear you—come 
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nearer to me;'* and they laid their cheeks together. “I 
fancy papa was rifch. iBe lived in ^ veif 4iebtte.‘ I 
know there were pretty pictures on the waBs, and there 
were nice velvet chairs, and the cairpgt was thick audstoft, 
Uke the inoss.<green patches in the wood; and we bad* 
pretty gold-fish on the side-table; and Tcmy, any black 
nurse, used to feed them. And papa—you can’t retnemhef 
papa, Letty—he was tall and grand as p pripce; and when 
he smiled, he made me think of angels. He bought me 
toys and sweetmeats, and carried ane out to the stable, and 
set me on Borneo’s live back, and lauded bqcaase I was 
afraid! And I used, to wati;h him coming up the street; 

, and then run to the door to jump in his arms. He was a 
dear, kind papa!” said the chilij, i® a faltering voice. 
“ Don’t ^ry! ” said the little one. Please tell me some 
more.” “Well, Thanksgiving Day we were so happy; we 
sat around such a large table, with so many peopte—aunts 
und uncles and cousins—1 can’t, think why they never 
come to see us now, Letty. And Betty made suidi sweet 
pies; and we had a big, big turkey! And papa would 
have me sit next to him, and gave me the ‘wish-bone,’ and 
'all the plums out of his.frudding,; and jdier dinner he 
would take me in his lap, and teU me,'-Bed Riding Hood,’ 
and call me ‘ pet,’ and ‘ bird,’ and ‘ fairy!’ Oh I Letty ! 
I can’t teH any more!— I Imlieve I’m going to cry!” “ I’m 
very cold! ” said Letty. “ Does papa know up in heaven 
that we are poor and hungry now ? ” “ Yes—no—I can’t 

tell!” answered Mary, wiping away her tears; unable to 
reconcile her ideas of heaven,, with a thought. 

“ Hash! mamma will hear! ” Mamma had heard. .Thf 
coarse garment, on whiifii she had toiled since sunrise, 
dropped from her hands, »ytd tears were forcing themi 
selves, thick and fast, thfojigh her closed eyelids. The 
smple recital found but too sad an echo in that widowed 
heart.—faiwy Fern^, 
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THS HINDOO F«[EST AND 'THS'BABt. 

WhenAHo Hindoo/prlest is altout to baptize an infant 
•he utters the following beaatiful senlitnent:—“ LkAk 
babe, thou entered the world weeping, while ,b 11 arowd 
thee smiled; contrive so to live that you may depart mi 
smiks, while ajl around you weep.” 

’’ SAYINGS AND DOINGS OP LITTLE CHILDEEN. 

The Dead Mother’s Baby .—" Sister,” said a little one, 
whose mother’s grkve had been .white with the snows cd 
onc'winter, " 1‘think I oaght<to diej^- Do you think I am 
good now ? I want to te good, for I want to die, and go 
where ma is 5 she will Tender why I do not come. I am 
her baby; and she has been standing by the ggte, up in 
Heaven, ever since she went there, 'and watching every 
baby that comes in to see if it is not me.” 

' Trying an Emperimer ^.—A loud and distressful cry was 
heard proceeding from an upper, room, and nimble feet 
hurried thither; for the outcry was alarming., ‘Miss Katy 
stood supporting the body of the pussy, whose head she 
had pushed through p. knot-hole in the door. She was 
screaming dolefully, ,^and. calling for an axe to open the 
door. Help was found, and pussyls head released, and 
when Katy waS askt-d to exjiiiain how it happened that she 
ever came into such a position, the child sobbed out, •" I 
always heard everybody say a cat would go through any¬ 
where when she could ^et her head in, and I was only 
going to try and ^ct mine,to do it.” 

^'OTIC)gS pP BQOKS. 

BiiUeal IMtraivrt. Xo. iV. Lpndon! Freeman. 

A/yalaable work for our young friends. 

Jfriel. By Sarah Bi'rd. London: B. L. Green. 

A pretty, touching tale, which we are sure our young fHends will 
Vhe V particularly when' we tell them we have been assured by the 
f^thor^that it is 
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Am I my brother’s keeper ?” 

Mahy Anne YoeketA, when a Hjtle girl, obtained, in 
_ the household which she rilade glad by her presence, the 
pet name, of “ Little May.” Her happy, buoyant spirits 
suggested this name by her initials ; and, like a bright ray 
of sunshine on a spring morning, littlg May gladdened by 
her ])resence ,the home circle. As she grew up sh% was 
still a bright and joyous creature, who always seemed to 
lire on the sunny side of ^his life of ours; and ^hen adverse' 
circumstances occur^pd in Ittr home, causing everybody to 
frown or look unhappy, the bright glance of her eye seemed 
to say, “ I see light in that cloud, too.i’ 

May yas an only daughter; but, >as she had never been 
spoiled by over-indulgenfe in her childhood, she was 
neither selfish nor conceited. Her three brothers were 
•certainly very unlilfls her, but ovei; them aH she had great 
influence. Ernest, a fige, noble, benevolent youth, often 
came to her with his plans and thoughts fof the happiness 
of others; and Walter, who loved himself far better than 
anybody else, could seldow venture into the full sunlight 
of her gaze, when he had been acting'out the dark shades 
of his ^character. Qarford, her eldest brother, has often 
been heard to sa^ he did nflt want ‘the "society of girls, 
and yet he often found himseff very happy with May 
leaning on his arm, at the very time he intended to. be in 
other society. 

“ Will you go to Church with r^, Waltfr, this morning ?” 
asked May, one Sabbath., “ No, ^ster foilne, I intend goigg 
elsewhere.; 6ne day in^even vs too much to get a little 
leisurable pleasilre.” “ Oh^ no, to be store not,” replied 
May; adding, ” I-have'mose pleasure on the^Sabbath than 
on any other day.”’ “ Oh! yes, you, I dare say—you are 
a little enthusiast; I am not. I doti’t*all going to Church 
pleasure.” “ you ftmind me, dear Walt#r»of Sam ]y[ardy. 

VOL. VII. H 
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I had a chat with hijfi after he went to spend the day at 
his sister’s, at Ivy.” j “Had yon? OhJ Sarn is a jolly 
fellow; what did he tell you?” “I a^ked him how he 
liked his trip? ‘"Vfihy, Mias,’ aaid he, ‘to tell you the 
, truth, I was three ttajs repeirting of it, like, for I never 
felt so tired in all my hard work, in our busiest time ; and' 
1 see now, well enough, that people arc right who say that 
Church-going folks have hold of the right cud of the stick, 
for'Aeydo get rest, and are ready for Monday’s work; 
but, bless me, if my poor bones didn’t ache a good one 
for three blessed days after my Sunday’s pleasure.’ I was 
obliged to 'runtaway, for I was'afrai^ I should be rude 
enough to laugh outright, and I did not wish to hurt his 
feelings.” Ah well! May, but I can understand old 
Sam in this matter ;^but I don’t„think I shall go with yon, 
sister mine, but I will walk to,^ the dopr, and then I shall 
see what comes liext.” Walter did walk to the door, and 
then he walked, inside the old Church and took his seat. 

Years passed on, but still May was the spring of pleasure 
in her father’s house. Harford was in practice in a neigh¬ 
bouring town, but he often ran home to have .a gossip, as 
he called it, with his happy fai^ily. One morning he rode' 
over to breakfast, apd, accosting his sister, he said, “May, 
I am come to make an important reijuest; I Lave taken a 
house, and I must,, have a..housekeeper.” May smiled. 
‘*Ah! you may smile, but I want no other than your wy 
own self; I am free to acknowledge I trace all my good 
fortune to your sisterly influence; will you come?” “I 
must consult papa and mamma first, and, if they have no 
objection, I will'^join for a while.” “Ah! you sly 
thing, and you will talk j^e, math^r over with somebody 
else, you are ready to say. ^ell!' well!« Hugh is a dear 
good fellow. But I must have you for six months to 
'Settle my house.” 

■ May consented, pt the request of her parents, and for 
some months ^e;fercised all her influence in making her 
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brother’s home* happy; and this i^me brother is often 
heard to say, er^n now, that he attributes all his success in 
life to his sister’s counsel, esample, jjiety, and influence. 
May has another home wow, and she^ay be seen teaching 
little brothers and sisters th* secret df making home happy,. 


THE YOUNG MOTHER’S* DA'NGER. 

“ Who can tell what will be on the morrow V* 

'riiERE she sat, that youthful mother, with four little 
boys at her feet, agd one in her arms. • A sister-in-law 
entered with a blancTied cheek, afid tearful eyes. “ Oh! 
Agues,” she cxflaimed, “young Mrs. Moss is dead, and 
her baby ; end I am afraid she was not prepared.” HoW 
shocking*!’’ exclaimed theej^oung mother; “is it true?’’ 
" Yes, too true ; one hour she was as Veil as usual, the 
jie.vt she was insensible, and opened her ^es in eternity. 
Oh ! Agnes, we ought all to be Christifgis, that we^may be 
ready for cmr sdlemn dangers ; they are all about a mother’s 
path.” Mr*.‘Oswald w'cpt bitterly, while the little one 
on her lap tried to catch th^ tears with its little, fat, chubby 
hand. At length she replied, “M^ell. Martha, I do hope 
some day to be a Christian.” 

What did you say, young mother ?, “ You hope, some 
day !” Why, you need all the graces now, more than in 
any other period of your life. Mow you have to train these 
immortal beings. Mow you are* moulding them for the 
future of this life, and the nest. Mow they must learn of 
j'ou the road to happiness and Maven,I>but, if you know 
not the road* how can ^ou tgaeliuiem ? And what tThen ? 
Why, then thej4 will" ^ forth into the ■worl'd, it may be, a 
pest to society, a .daily source of trouble to you, and mise¬ 
rable themselves. Look upon those pretty bdys, with thdr 
bright sparkling eyes, their beautift^lyjnouWed limbs^ and 
active minds. Shall fthey not be trained by a Chnstian 
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mother ? “ Yes,” you say, I hope so, by-and-by., I 

am too busy now^” ^h ! but who told you that your life 
would last till to-morrow? Yesterday,i-Mrs. Moss was 
alive; she hoped to* ^ a Christign some day, but, alas 1 
that day never came. ‘'She was ^urried into eternity, in the 
midst of all her family bustle, without .one moment’s 
warning. 'Where is she now ? Ah! where ? 'W here may 
you be to-morrow, young mother ? You cannot say;-put 
off wgything, everything, rather than the preparation for 
eternity ; for, having that business settled, you are safe for 
this world and the next, and your children shall rejoice on 
earth and in'heaven for the blessiOg of having been trained 
by a Christian mother. There are some young mothers, 
we believe, at this moment crying, in the bitterness of lost 
hope, “The harvest is'past, the summer is ended, but we 
are not saved!” Shall it be sojvith you ? Lookr' at your 
boys, and think of their immortal destiny, before you 
answer the question. 


ENCOURA'GEMENT FOR PIOUS MOTHERS. 

Doubtless there are times in your history, pious - 
mother, when yon art) cast down amidst your many and 
varied and momentous duties. You look for the good 
seed you have sown to spring up, and you begin to fear 
it is lost. You do not see the young hearts influenced by 
God’s Spirit, while your sons and daughters are with you 
in<the homestead; and vsiheu they go forth into the world, 
you dread lest they may fail by the first temptation that 
they meet in the ^ipth of flife among strangers. Oh, how 
mixiously you cntreate(l'4;)jat son, who lately l^ft the home 
of his father, to seek Jesus as his'best, companion, his 
truest friend! How your hcari sank as the train moved off 
from your vkw, bearing your treasured Ah, but remem¬ 
ber, good mother, that ^although your son is far away from 
the sound of your voice, he is not beyond the influence of 
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yonr prayers ; *let these toTfow hir^, and live on in hope 
that the world’s wanderer may yet Jie found sitting at the 
foot of the cross, serving liis own mother’s God. Listen 
to the testimony of one»such son 

“ Well I remember,” sayseG-our correspondent, 

“ when a lad A)f sixteen, leaving my dear and pious mother. 
The coaeC was about to carry me to London, where I had ne 
friend to give me counsel. She bad prayed earnestly with me, 
and with many tears she said—‘ Now, my son, since we must 
part, the Lord go with thee, and protect and bless thee, and 
give thee power to resist temptation.’ Then, as the stage-coach 
drove from the village, I saw her straining her eyes to watch 
me as I passed away. As she prayed that bcj heavenly Father 
would protect and ^ide me, did* He heai- her, think you ? 
Well, we shall sae. AVhen I reached the abode of strangers, in 
London, oh how I thought of that parting day ! •! had not been 
long froip home before a aimrc was laid for me. I wa^ a poor 
lad, with little money in pocket, and was lacking many 
things I greatly needed. At this moment an old man, who 
ought to Imve tauglit me better, tempted me to rob my master. 
Oh, how I fell in that dangerous hoifr the jower of my mother’s 
teaching cgid jsraycrs! fler spirit seemed to stand before me, 
saying again fhe parting words,—‘ The Lord go with thee, 
and protect and bless thee, and give thee power to resist 
temptation.’ I was cnablod to resii^t templ^tion, and to this 
day look upon this circumstance^ as tlje turning point in my 
life. The joy and gratitude that filletf my good mother’s mind 
were gs'eat, indeed,,when slie h^ard the particulars of this, my 
first real trial, and I humbly h’ope jthat ner prayers and hopes 
will all be heard and realised. She still lives (at least, so I 
hope) to rejoice with me. 1 will just mention one otltpr cir¬ 
cumstance as briefly as possible:— • 

“THE SUNBAV-SmOOL BOY. 

“ A lad wjtb whom I^dnt to sclljol vtos quite the tefror»of 
the village, tliough blejsed wtth ^celleqt parents, wHo were 
ever watching o*ver him with prayerful solicitude. He was one 
of those wayward/ wicted, stubborn-hearted, ungrateful boys, 
upon whom the most aftecuon&te entreaties were lost; his good 
father was at the head of the SabbE^^h jchoo4 in our. village— 
but often was the wjiole school thrown into an uproar, and the 
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rest of die boys tcrribed by tbis’lad’siesistaiicS to bis teacb^’s 
orders. At leugrtb it tfas found necessary to eipel him. He 
was then admitted into tiiotber Sabbath scbo,d1, and a^ain cast 
out. His father prayed, bis mother entreated, but all in vain; 
he left his home and^’cnt to CaniJda; after long years of 
prayers and tears, his gootl parentastill hoped on. One morning, 
as they sat at breakfast in their humble cottage, a letter eame; 
it told them of their prodigal—of his being happy—married— 
and, we would hope, a good man, ‘ alive from the dead.’ Thus, 
the .seed sown ki tears grew up in a far distant land, giving 
promise of good fruit. Let pious parents be encouraged to 
labour on in faith and love; ye shall reap, if ye faint not, in 
time or eternity.” 


THE TWO BROTHERS, 

(dontiiiued/j-omp. IIS.) 

“ The other dear boy suifered C-Deedingly, but bore all his 
sufferings with great*patience. One day, when he appeared to 
be in great pain, his mamma said to him, ‘When Johnny is 

better we will go to-, and gather pretty flowers in the 

Heldsto which he replied, ‘ Yes, iiiamnia, when that man 
has filled those two bury-bolcs up, and I go to m^i new home, 
then we will gather flowersand he laid particuiar stress on 
the word t/ien. Puriiig the illne^p of his brother, when lying 
in the same bed with him, he would rise up and look with 
affectionate earnestness at him; but, unable to say much, would 
lie down again. At the time he was dying, he sat up and 
view'ed him with a conntenapee expressive of deep i'eeling and 
sympathy. lie was shortly removed from the bed and tiiken 
into anpther room, but he an.\iously watched the door, as thongh 
expecting to see his brother f he, however, made no remark, and 
asked no ([ucstion, hut we felt convinced that tliere was a 
feeling in tlie child's.'liihid th’t his brother was dead. 

Oil the day he was int^j^ed, be spojie not a word until the 
corpse was removed down stars, when said in great earnest¬ 
ness, rising up in bed, ‘Bring Danny had to me; I w'ant 
Danny.” and in this strain he continued to call out tor his 
brother nearly all the lime we were absent fl-om the house. He 
passed a night of tsxtrepie ^cuffering, and on the tbllowing day he 
appear^ ia great pain. During the morning he expressed a 
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Wijih to kiss us ^11, and in a ^iiost Rfiectionate manner he did 
kiss us, as though he might have known tl^fit it was the last 
time he was to'.kiss us. But he ^ticularly clung to his 
mamma, throwing his little arms around her neck, saying, 
several times, ‘ I do love ^ou, my owu^dear mamma.’ Being 
exhausted with this effort he^ay down again. • 

“ On the bed, beside where his mamma was sitting, there was 
laid a hymn book ; his little eyes caught a glance of it, and 
rising on his hands and knees, though quite exhausted, he crept 
towards it, and taking it in his little dying* hands, h^ said, 

‘ Sing, mamma,’ at the same time giving it to her ; but the 
mother’s heart was too full to sing. 1 was out, or I should hare 
endeavoured to sing, if but one verse, for the dying lamb. He 
lay down again, and*we perwived him gradually sinking ; he 
spoke not again, amJ’about four o’clock on the afternoon of 
Saturday, August 6th, without a sigh or a struggb;, his happy 
spirit joined his little brother in the realids of eVerlasting bliss, 
where alk is perfect happijfess and joy. On Tuesday, 'August 
nth, his remains were laid l^ide his brother in the same grave, 
and thei'e they rest, side by side, until that glorious morning 
.when thej^sliall he tailed from their resting glace to receive at 
the hands of their J.ord a ‘ crown’ and ‘ a yiansion which fadeth 
not away.’, 

“ Heavy atid sore as was the^ trial, yet I trust in all these 
things we saw a Bather’s hand, and were led in meek submis¬ 
sion to exeluim, ‘ The Lord gave agd the Jjord hath taken 
away ; blessed be the name of the/jord.i May we, each one, 
who read this account, like the two little brothers, be found 
prepardU, whenever the messeuj^r of def^Jh shall be sent to call 
us, so that we, like they, may eul^*r into that rest which is 
pre'pared for the people of God. 

. “ Manchester, February, 18o4.”_^ 


A FEW OF THOMA« S'tEiUDY’S THOUGHTS ON 

<i'h£ tub:5Hng point. 

Some months 'ggo we ‘made the readeas of “The 
MoTHEas’ Fbiend” acquainted with Thont^s Steady, who 
ascribed the secret of, bis success in life to always siteply 
H 2 
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THOMAS steady’s THOUGHTS. 


speaking the truth—we say,>.simply speaking the truth, 
because we happen to ^now some who, though they speak 
the truth, so overlay St with the imaginij%s of their own 
minds, as to render it very difficult to distinguish the 
one from the other. .^)ur friend’sljold stand for the truth 
had opened a way for his firs!' preferment—now he had 
l?ft the warehouse, and taken his scat in the dingy 
counting-house, jsurrounded by jounials, letter-bopks, 
ledgers, &c. I» this.confined space and murky atmosphere 
he spent many years of his life. 

“One day,” said he, “I was seated at my desk—on 
my right was a window looking into a busy street. To 
prevent distraction, the windo\.' was..''oughly painted, but 
by way of a little amusement we had scratched a small 
hole, so that, by applying the eye close, we had a pretty 
extensive range. I was thus employed one day, when, 
on the opposite side, I obsei-i'e’d twb men engaged in 
earnest conversation: close bv, was a little dog. I wonder 
which is his master, theught I. Just then, they w'alked 
to the eud of the' street, shook hands, and parted; the 
dog following the gentleman who turned the corner. This 
turning point was a revealer of secrets, and I began to 
apply it in a variety of ways. '' 

“There was young John Evans, thought I; a steady 
and obliging lad, who passed through his apprenticeship 
with credit, and entefed upon life successfully; but pros¬ 
perity was too much for him—this was his turning point, 
and his true character was revealed—he fell. 

“ Again—Mary Bright entered a family in early life— 
continued there till, the clpjldreii went out into the w'oiid; 
one of those, her favoui^re young master, had not been 
long in business b^pfore ^ \»-ns taken seriously ill; at 
great iucouveuierice, but with the fullest confidence, Mary 
was sent to l^e his housekeeper; here'she became ac¬ 
quainted with those who turned her from the path of truth 
and righteousness—she* betrayed hgr trust, and left in 
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disgrace—it tjas the tfirnyjg point, and revealed the true 
sefcret of her •character. • 

“There wa*^ Emily Ford, sheylived*with a friend of 
mineitas housemaid. She was the \ery pink of neatness 
and order—perhaps i little too 'fond of dress, but so 
obliging, so good-natured? she was a universal favourite. 
Often I thought, as she let me out—‘ You will one day 
majie some man happy, Emily, with your smiling loolcs 
and kind ways.’ Well, as a very natural {.bing, Emil^ did 
get married, and circumstances so turned up that F heard 
nothing of her for several years; till, one day, I was 
passing along the street, and met a stont,_ dirty-looking 
woman, miserably ljvcssed„with one child in her anas and 
another dragging at her tattcreif and dirty gown ; but her 
countenance struck me—I looket^ inquiringly—yes, it was 
my old,acquaintance, h^ily Ford.. I saw she knew me, 
hut somehow or other vft* both passed on, and I have not 
seen her since. The cares of wedded life became her 
turning point, anfl the secret qf her true character was 
developed.” ^ 

From al^ this we Jearii the important Ic'sson:—That we 
can say of no man what he will be from what he is— 
circumstances bring outscharacteij; let qs say,—“ Lord,, 
keep me, and I shall be kept.”, M. B. 


•THE DELICATE AND INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG 
MOTHER —No, II. 

“ I am obliged to parsexere.” 

How often docs it happen jb,ourselves to feel perhaps 
weary and ill during* the. ^aj|^’hcn%-e are inclinedTto 
give up onr omployihents and sit dc^n ftstlessly by the 
fire. If we can. iierSevere, perhaps we shall feel all the 
better for it an hour or two hence, than ff we had been 
doing nothing. How, often doyre^ise»in the morning 
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with such an accumulation <3f work on hand, that we 
hardljr know where tolbegin, and give over after a time 
from sheer hopelessnesl. Persevere, is the best advice; 
as soon as one thing Is {lone, begin another. 

A mother knows her. children ought to have a walk in 
tHe morning; she feels unwilling to move, and seeks an 
excuse for keeping them at home. “ Persevere! *' the air 
and exercise that will refresh your children, will recruit 
your-s/)irit also,' you will not be sorry, when it is over, 
that you obliged yourself to persevere. 

The Christian’s course is sometimes long and lonely, 
and discouraging and weary. II 0 is inclined to sit down 
and sTeep, or look to the world Srouudtnim for excitement 
and recreation—the world is inviting, and-he relaxes his 
vigilance and fconforrtis awhile to its ways ; or the world 
is threatening, and he "yields so^ point of principle to 
escape its laugh, or .elude its per^ention. In such a case, 
he cannot too forcibly be reminded that to pei^evcre is 
his only course of safety*—turn neither to the right hand, 
nor to the' left; expect not rest till Sire night<iompth, when 
no m.in can work. Tliere are hours for rest,.a!id seasons 
for relaxation; but the spirit that I would warn myself 
and others againkt is, that of yielding to difficulties, and 
needlessly succumbing'' and^r the daily trials of life. 

A few weeks later I paid my promised visit torMrs. 
Thorn ; her baby was groiyn heavier, her hands were full 
of work, and her husband was at home sick; but she was 
hersfilf''much stronger—she had persevered, and had not 
been the worse for it; q.ud, in spite of the many trials and 
trouble's c^f life, of .which )ihe assured me she had not a 
few> she greeted m^'witlm' bright ^elcome„ and she met 
her railway eompanton -w'dh a' sweet smile. I could see, 
by looking arouna me, that sire kept her rooms tidy and 
clean ; her little parlour had everything, to make it com¬ 
fortable, not to ,say ornamental, in the way of chimney 
orwurfcnfs, (he chea*p glass and pictures, of which the 
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poor are so fond. I left fter some tracts, finding it not 
then a suitable time for conversation. Perhaps some word 
in them may be«to her what her wSrds—“ Fm obliged to 
persevere”—have beenJ;o me; E. G. 


WERE NEVER CHILDREN. 

We talk of Adam and Eve as having been, before the 
fall, in a very happy condition—Ijut dne thing; they 
missed—they were never children. True. We never 
thought of that. Adam never played marbles. He never 
played “ hokey.” He iftver drove a tandem of boys with 
a string. He nevel'skatefl on « pond, or played “ Ball,” 
or rode down hill on a hand-sleigh. And Eve, she never 
made a play-house ; she never tocJk tSa with another little 
girl, from the tea table out witl* the toy tea things; 
she never rolled a hoop, o? pieced a baby quilt, or dressed 
a doll. .They never played “ blind man’s buff,” or 
“ pussy wants a corner,” or " hnfly burly,'’ or any of the 
games wi^i which childhood disports itself. •Son blank 
their age must have been, wherein no memories of early 
youth came welling up in their hearts, no visions of child¬ 
hood floating back from tIBe long past, nd mother’s voice 
chanting a lullaby to the ear of* fan«y in the still hours of 
the night, no father’s words gf kindness speaking from the 
churchyard where he sleeps, ^dam and Eve, and they 
alone, of all the countless millions of men and women that 
have ever lived, had no childhood. 


FEMALE SCl^PTURglCHARACTERS- 

BEBEKAH. 

• 

The presents recorded as bestowed on Reljjekah, though 
of great weight, were such as are worn by Eastern females, 
who load their persons with heavy* goM chains, and jewels 
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of all kinds. The ring for the face is the Qrnaracnt worn 
in one of the nostrils, frequently so large as to touch the 
chin. Entirely uneducated, and treated ap-slaves by their 
husbands, the attention and time of such females are 
necessarily given to 4«'ess and ornament. How far pre¬ 
ferable is the lot of the Christian wife, admitted to share 
her husband’s Uble, his cares and his joys! We are 
reminded here of the apostolic rule for the dress,, of 
ChrisUan womer—TTim. ii., 9, 10. 

The errand of Eliezer being told, the family of Rcbekah 
readily bowed to what was the evident will of God. 
Bebekah as readily consented to (accept what was really a 
prospect of a heiiy and happy, , as weljjas a wealthy union, 
and departed, taking with her her old nurse, of whose 
subsequent death w'c read in Gen. ;sxxv. 8. Like her 
mother-in-law Sarah, Bebekah h.^d long to wait^ere the 
promised seed was bestowed. At length God listened to 
the prayer of Isaac. We gather from the history that 
Rebekah, in peiplexity,, sought the throne of grace, and 
received .^„,full and gracious reply, with a rcwclation of 
God’s pufpcses'concerning her unborn offspring; Mothers! 
do you carry your troubles to the same place, and you 
will find the same car open to your cry, the same hand 
stretched forth to aid you. 

Our next page in the history of Rebekah exhibits the 
sad effects of a habit indulged by some parents, of pre¬ 
ferring one child above" another in their affection and 
attentions. There would be much in tlie home-loving 
Jacob to win for him the love of his mother, whilst her 
high-spirited and ^carcles^j Esau was the darling of his 
father Isaac. Parentp.? there should be no diftcrcnce 
shown in your .love .for y<|^,r children. Even when under 
disd^line or pniiishment, your wayward child should feel 
that you love him tenderly, and chastise him because you 
, so lote him. 

Wp are all familiar with the deceit practised on Isaac 
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bj bis younger son, at tbe suggestion of his mother. 
Kebekah, blinded by inordinate f( 9 idness, forgot that God 
will not permit human interfereifce in the fulfilment of 
His decrees. The blessing was giye«j but the mother was 
soon punished by the exile from ^home of him for whom 
she had committed so jjreat a sin. We do not read thM 
she ever*saw ^ira again. Mothers! never hide from your 
huebands the faults of your children, especially of your 
sons. Never, by underhanded management, assist in 
deceiving the one or screening the other from deserved 
punishment. 

We have no further record of Rebckah’s.life or death. 
May we not trus^that rtie trjal sent after her sin was 
blessed to her-r-that she was bi’ought to rest her love upon 
the Messiah who was to come, and on llim-a/one. 

L.’S. T. 


THE TRIED MOTHE:^. 

(Coniinvedfromp. lOi.J 

Pur-SENTi-y Frederick and John came running in from 
school, exclaiming, “ Mother! motlier! father and Mary 
are coming ! Where Aa# Mary been with father ?” The 
agitated mother looked up with a^enishraent, exclaiming, 
“ Hqjv can it be! where has she been with her father?” 
Soon the father entered, ani the mj%terjf was cleared up. 
Mary had stolen away to her fatlier’s shop, knowing, from 
experience, that whether right or wrong he always Jtook 
her part. 

As the husband entered, litye Mary crouching 
beneath liis arm, he e.xckimed,^^ an iangry tone, WJiat 
have you Been doing thlypcly chilo? She ran down to 
the Shop withSut any bonnet, terrified out of her senses.” 
“ Mary has been very naughty,” said th^ poor mother, 
almost choked with emotion. “ No, I haven’t,” said the 
pert little girl, in a sullen tone, dfnwJhg still closer io her 
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father. “ Come, let us have dinner,” said "the husband, 
“ and as I go to, my -work I’ll take Mary back to her 
school.” ' 

Heavily dragged on the remaining hours of the day to 
the poor tried mother, 'and at night, when her little family 
were all hushed in sleep, she esplained to her husband 
Mary’s conduct and her own, and entreated him, with many 
tears, as he valued her peace of mind and her children’s 
well-being, to unite wich her in training them in accordance 
with the word of God. 

Fathers, many of you will read this paper; allow us to 
entreat you to co- 9 perate in every Vay ^ou can with the 
anxious mothers of your children in the wise discipline of 
home. Never allow your children to imagine for a moment 
that their father and hiother are not agreed in their 
management; and if at any time really differ in your 
opinion, let the matter be discussed when the eyes and ears 
of your little houMhold are closed in slesep. In rain may 
the mother try to le^d her children in the narrow path, if 
the father,''oy .his unwise indulgence, coifutemcts her 
efforts. 


» THE WOEST CiriLDREN IN 'THE WORLD.” 

We once heard a mother say, with a very serious air, 
Really, mine are the most tiresome and very worst 
childreir in the world : they tell untruths, and deceive me 
in every possible manner.” W’e were much, very much 
grieved,’ and yet we .could ij'jt help looking with great sus¬ 
picion upon that patent,”*^, d saying to ourselves, “’Tis 
true, they were shap^n in itrlqufty, and conceived in sin, in 
common with all Adam’s child', en, yet is there no fault 
attributable to.you—4heir mother? Have you, day by 
day, endeavoured to lead them in the way ihey should 
go? Have you watched"eveiy little pin, or the beginning 
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of. sin, and .iCdministered *to the erring one a gentle 
reproof—a reproof prompted by Ibve? • Have yon ttdd 
them to try to ftnitate the blessed Jesus, the Saviour of 
sinners, the meek an(l lowly one,‘ ‘who was obedient to 
His parents—whose wholeJife was'loVe ? If you have no$ 
faithfully discharged this>^nty, do not condemn them thus, 
because by far the greater portion of blamfe is attached to 
you, and maybe your children will rise up against you in 
the last great day, and bear record to ’mislaken truat.”— 
Selected by A. A. C. C. 

masxees and servants. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF'noI III. 

'• Masters, give unto your Ifriants that which is just and equal.” 

This iw God’s direction, and it receive^ illustration in 
that employer who weighs the peculiar ^essuxe of changing 
seasons or» liis’servants; the wage that comferthbly sufficed 
to provide Tdbd and clothing this year, may be wholly 
inadequate the iie.Yt. TJje upright man does not cast 
about for other men at the same price, but increases the 
supply of those he has about £im.* It is seen, also, in 
reasoiflible hours ©f*toil; h(h consult^ human eudurance, 
and fixes his claim accordingly, sit is seen in the careful¬ 
ness with which he apportions his payments, when made in 
corn or meal; not exacting a prjpe exceeding that which 
his servant would give elsewhere, but if there are fractions, 
giving to the poor the Idvan^ge. ^*fhe upright man 
revolts at the advantage whjch i|is in Ws power to take t>f 
his dependents., Oden more, itns seafe in’his anxiety to 
provide for his labourMs a' regular and steady series of 
employment; not availing himself of their'labour when 
busy seasons make them so profitaliJe, |nd a«on discharging 
them when the retujn»to the employer is small; but he 
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desires that there shoijild be mutual participation—the 
servant shall hav^that^irfaich is just and e^aal. 

The upright servant regards as his own the property of 
every kind placed benehth his care.' You do not hear him 
announce with careless" indiffepence the casualties that 
attend all property, animate or inh&imatc; oir the contrary, 
ybu see in every instance real concern, a sympathy with Ms 
employer, that cannot be mistaken. Space will not permit 
a special enumeration of subjects; every servant will recur 
to his own particular calling, and he may feel confident 
that integrity demands the state of feeling referred to. lie 
is not only careful to avoid losses pers'^ually, but he dili¬ 
gently preserves his trust from injury by others. Who 
does not see the strangeness of the notion, that a servant 
shall see his fellow-servant plundering his employer, and 
excuse his silence by a pretended-'^ea of unwillingness to 
injure the thief ? Gan this be integrity? Let conscience 
answer; yet we fear it is very comnron. Thfc upright 
servant scrupulously fills his master’s time; the hour 
appointed sees ’kirn at his post; the season for refreshment 
is not exceeded ; the evening witnesses his faithful fulfil¬ 
ment. Once more, the upright servant is industrious and 
persevering; not a loiterer; not disposed with slovenly 
haste to hurry over a' prescribed task, leaving his work 
worse than unfinish?d—externally done but internally 
neglected—deceiving his waster and disgracing himself. . 

Ma;^ our plain remarks fulfil the Scripture—“ A word 
to {tie wise is sufficient!” 


early, 

iSoddeidge’s. mother. 

About one^ hundred and fifty years ago there lived, in a 
stifled street in Loudon, a tradesman and his wife, who, 
with ftrany misgivings, watched the -slender form and pale 



BEGIN EARLT. 


137 


cheek of a little boy, tbetf only son, and, with one ex¬ 
ception, the sole survivor of twenty children. The utmost 
that they dared to hope for, as ^;he result of par^tnl 
faithfulness, was, that “ poor little. Philip” might, by the 
grace of God, be prepared for ai> early death. For this 
they laboured, and pray^ and wept together. The chim- 
riw of tSe family room, where they usually sat after their 
evening meal, was ornamented, according to a fashion which 
had been imported from Holland, wi(4i a Series of gatnted 
tiles. On these tiles were pictured, with rude taste, scenes 
and events recorded in the Scriptures. There, " in deep 
blue, on a grouncLof glistening white,”^ werfe Adam and 
Eve and the serpai’t; next in‘order were Elisha’s hears, 
devouring the irreverent children. Then followed Joseph, 
and the pit into which his brethren cast him. And here, 
at the Aid of the serie^.we may suppose, stood the stern 
men who frowned on the* little children as they came to 
Christ. I 

■ • 

Those pictured tiles were to poo]| little Philip’s” un¬ 
lettered mother more’precious than the ,ge’d of Ophir; 
they were her pictorial Bible. In her homely way, she 
expounded them to her son, as he was seated by her side 
in the old arm-chair. She poured into h*s curious ear her 
rude but truthful conceptions*of loan’s lost condition, of 
God’s wonderful .pfovideuc^ and of Hi§ more wonderful 
grace. She found a willing pupil. God’s truth, extracted 
by maternal diligence from that painted wall, sank deep 
•into the pale boy’s heart. Hi§ delicate sensibilities grew 
around it, and became rooted in .its embrace. ''The dis¬ 
tinguishing feature of hiS%outl|'ul piefy-was a Ipve of the 
Bible; it grew with hjp grjwty^jj&nd strengthened with his 
strength’; it fashioned itsel/| iurlie dopths of his sou], into 
the germ of a hiddea pufpose, which the providence 'oF 
God at length devseloped.' .Thirty years afterwards, when 
the llev. Dr. Philip Doddridge ijas engaged in the work 
of composing the “ Family Expositor)^’ he traced bsfek the 
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impulse which, by the grace ot God, had ihQved him tp 
that work, to thoae old Dutch tiles which^ had been the 
teart-book of his early lessons in his mother'^ arm-chair. 


A MOTHER WHO WOUf!© NOT SU-BM;T. 

A MOTHEE bent o’er her suffering babe. 

Seeking to/:om^rt and hoping to save,— 

She pillowed his head on her aching breast, 

His parched lips bathed as lie sank to rest. 

And as she marked his feverish breath. 

She thdngh(;,her infant was singling m death, 

'And, clasping her hands, in accents wild. 

Cried—“ Father of Mercies, oh, spare my child ! ” 

• • t 

Rut her infant grew weaker and weaker each dav. 
And still more earnest did the4®other pray; 

She ga 2 ed in tears on her beautiful boy— 

She could not bear that her child should die. 

Her prayeA were marked by their ferveut tone, 
But4lie will of®heaven was not jicr own- 
Her on^'Jlrayer was that cry so wild. 

That Death’s cold hand should not take her child. 

She prayed«aot—“<Lord, if ff be thy will. 

Spare him, oh, spjre Ir.m to me still! 

Yet, not my will, but thine, O Go(J— 

Give—give.me sirengtli t«. bear tin; red; 

And if iny infant is spared to me, 

Lord, grant that he may live to thee 1 ” 

Not thus—not thus did that mother cry, 

But only that Death might spare her boy 1 

That cry w&s'ljenrd^liseasf?passed o’er— 

‘And her boy was a flTyful plul(^.once more;, 

Years fled‘awt4'—he'wi inauhood,grew— 

But that mother far greater sorrp.w knew! 

For he tj-od a reckless course of sin, ' 

And his mother’s love was nought to him ! 

He Slightefl hertwannings—he laughed at her fears, 
Though he spw her grief and her*bitter tears! 
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Now the sands of her life wore.iiearly run. 

And that mother must leave h|r only son. 

In sorro^, her heart to God had been given— 

She was hastening now to her ho&ie in heaven; 

But her earthly treasure—the, child of her love, 

Had he died a babe, Jltey had met above ! 

A*d no‘w she niounfied o’er that cry so wild, 

When she wrestled with God for the life of her child. 

M. A. E. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

HIRI*S OF THE AIR. 

The Preacher iAimates* that, it is unsafe to cnfse the 
king, lest the birds of the air should carry the voice, and 
“that which hath wings shall telh tlib matftr.’’ But this 
is not confined to king^ There ik no telling what birds 
are listening when we speitk in private^ and it is never safe 
to speak,of others what we would not be willing that they 
should hear. The best and safest rule is never to say that 
of anothy which we would not be wifting^'at he should 
hear. If i*lL would act- on this principle, then the tale¬ 
bearer would be forced to pursue some honourable calling, 
and the careless speake? would no more'be put to shame 
by being confronted with his fribndw^hom he has traduced. 
Head,to your children about these “birds of the air,” jn 
the 10th chapter of Ecclesiastes, and talk to them of the 
matter, that they may learn to keep the door of their lips. 

wishA’g tov! 

The good John Newton on^ d*y called upon a /amily 
whose house and goods had bey^ d«st^'o^ed by»fire. He 
found its pious mistucss t^^s. Madam,” said Se 
“ I give’ you joy!” • Surprise, ani half offended, she 
exclaimed, " Wht^t! joy that all my property is consumed 
“I give you joy,”* he replied, "that you Rave so- much 
property that no fire can touch I” , Mgther*! have y®a such 
treasures ? 
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SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Little George's Requeel -—This little fellew was exceed¬ 
ingly fond of cake. .One day his mother had some friends 
coming to tea, so, seating her little boy by the fire, and 
giving him a slice of cake, she '.laid, “Now, George,.you 
must be a very good, quiet little boy. The friends are 
coming into tea now, and you must sit still and eat y jiir 
cake, Do not trouble mamma till they are all done. I 
have ^ven you a large slice, so you must not ask me for 
more.” George was a dear, good little fellow, and he 
wanted to mind his mother, but the cake w'ent so very 
soon! He sat lo'oking at his lirgers, afld picking up every 
crumb ; then his eyes glanced longingly towards the table, 
and the next moment the company were astonished, and 
not a little amused, if 'the truth •.lust be told, by hearing 
an entreating voice, from a Ikttfe kneeling figure, with 
bowed head and clasped hands, saying, in a silver voice, 
“ 0 God, give George another piece of cake. Please do." 

Solomon’s bags. , 

“ There, dear,” said a father to a little girl, there is a 
beautiful flower for you; more beautiful than Solomon in 
his glory.” The next morning tne flower was faded, and 
the petals fell over the wse.- “ Papa! papa!” said the child, 
“ come and see the flower; it is Solomon in his rags now.” 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

Pictorial Pages. Vol. I. London; Partridge and Co. 

A cheap little periodical, worthy the support of all who feel any 
interest in^he young. 

Five Hundred Questions on I'eripture History, with a Chart. Bv 
M. L. Moors." X^ondon Hamilton and Co. 

■We cordially recommend t.,! cheap little work to mothers and 
teachers. " y • * * 

A Lecture. By WiLLiaM Bettlb. London; Tweedie, Strand. 

Those who are interested in the te'inperance movement, and have a 
little cash to spaj^e, wonld do well to circulate thfs lecture. 

A Papdr on Climhing Boys. Manchester: H. Bradshaw. 

We do hope mothers ^ill feel the importance of doing all they can 
tp .pnl'down the cruelty of forcing little {loys into the destructive 
practice of sweeping ihimneys. “ 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF CSlLHHOOjD.—No. VIII. 

Op all the thitfgs that memory defights to dwell upon, of 
our early days, are the* V)oks and words of those dear ones 
who are gone down to dweli amoug*th’e mighty dead. Tbei 
‘Ettrick Shepherd says:— ■' 

“Oh, the last look is hard to bear, 

Even of a stock, or old grey stone j 
Anytliing to childhood dear, * 

Which memory loves to dwell upon. 

But fond affection never proved 
So thrilling—sossevere a pain— 

As looking tV. a facesbeloved. 

We know we ne’er can see again.” 


jWe have read with interest of ah olS man* nearly blind 
with ager who felt the greatest pleasure in accompanying 
his young relative to the home where he had lived in love 
.and happiaess with.those who had gone to the grave before 
him; how he felt about in the grottj, and pointed out 
wlicre the diflevcnt shellfe were placed by hapdi of brothers 
and sisters nlotionless in the grave ; and, as he passed by 
. some noble limes, he exclaimed, ns the bees came humming 
about him—“ Just the sound whiett used lo delight me in 
childhood!” Yc.s, we change, and'our beloved ones are 
changing; but Nature remai^jS as yojung pud beautiful as 
ever, and the sun. will shine as brightly on our grave as on 


opr natal day. 

• Then, again, we hear the gged^an describe his ancient 
grandmother as accurately as he csuld have done at six¬ 
teen:—“I can fancy I see her n^)w,” said- he, “seated in 
her richly-carved, high-j>acli^d with her large silrir 

buckles—h stiff full 'deess, of riofi silly— apron, cuffs,, and 
handkerchief of the finest bamhric—a massy gold watch 
hooked on her apron-string—several mounting rings on 
her fingers—rthen a delicately whjte little* cap, with her 
silvery hair smootl^pd* back, and a ^lack hood of*Iace, 


VOL. vn. 
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which was the symbol of widowhood—htf_ gold-mounted 
spectacles in -a .tortoiseshell case, and a large Bible, with a 
crimson-iselvet coser Ind gold clasps, lying op^ before her. 
These,” continHed the old .genjileman, “ w^e trifles in 
dhemselsas; <bat they ibecswe ^ed in my memoiy, .happ%^ 
mi alone, but in connexion wnh many holy sentiments—^ 
■many portions of Scripture read and affectionately pressed 
home upon me by my venerable ancestor, or committed to 
mernory by me af her request. Before she died, all her 
children, and grandchildren were gathered around her, to 
receive her parting blessing and admonitions, reminding 
me of the patrigrch Israel. Blessed ^be God,” he added, 
“ for pious ancestors! Yes, we' ‘may add, blessed in 
life, remembered when among the dead, and blessed in 
eternity. 

Motter! what good end holfjf influences anJ example 
are you likely trf leave among your children ?—Will tbey 
arise and call you blessed ? : 

HINTS FOR PARENTS AND SONS. 

“What in creation have you done! Careless boy, how 
coidd you be so heedless ? You are for ever cutting some 
such caper on purpoSse to ruin me, I believe. Now, go to 
work, and earn thq money ,to pay ‘for it, will you ? lasy 
fellow! ” Coarse and passionate exclamations these ; and 
yet they were uttered by a father, who would have begn 
•vc/y indignant if any one had hinted he wa« anything but 
a gentfeman and a Ch|isti8n. His son, a well-meaning 
lad of fourteen! ^ad ac^dentally hit the end of a new 
SImUting-oane ttgaiost a ^fticatevasf, rmd it lay in itVagments 
*t his foet. He w<*8 sadly frightened, and. sorry, too, 
and vrould have -put in a IruBlble piea for forgiveness, but 
for Hie harsh reproof of his father, and his going out of the 
st^t-deor, jdesiag^itv{ith more than wsmd foree; hwt now 
jthi^'hH’s feelings n«re anyfoii^ bat ' 
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thien his: nrother entered— “ Wliy; Jmfiesr Coilfe- 
nwni,” she exdidpucfd, "dhi yon do 'tUat?* I dfedsre yon 
are the most caress boy I ever beheld! Hbatf beaHtiCSl' 
vase your father gave mm —I would not have had it broken 
for a large sum.” “ Mother? I justTiit it accidentally with, 
"this little cane, and I am sure I am as sorry as I can be.” 
“'And' what business has your cane in the parlour, I 
should like to know ? I will take it, and ym will not see 
it again for some time—I wish your father had chastised 
you Severely; ” and taking the offending cane from his 
hand) she, too, left him to himself. 

James then began^o thinlj that if he had done the most 
.wicked thing in the world, he could not have been scolded 
worse. “ That dear little cane I Oh ! Jhey spold me for 
everything, f hate everybody, and l.vBon’t bear it. To be 
sure, I might have a gsbd.. home; but my lather is all 
bustle, and niy mother all fret—fret. I don’t think they 
love me—^ the sooner I am out o^ the vvay^ the better. I 
am sure, if father is trying to save money to leave me some 
of it, I hall raflier liave kind words, as we go along, than 
all the money fie can give.” More of James next month. 


A DA.Y WITH .THE CQTTAG^R’S. WIFE AND 
HER BlBItE. 

• The Bible is an every-day^book. There is no greater 
mistake than to consider it as a Sunday IjDok, ta be laid 
on the cottage shelf through th^ weekj and only taken 
down on the Sabbath day. Thera is scarcely a'cirpuni- 
stancein the-daily life of therf:ott|^e mother, to which the 
Bible does not reftr. 'If,' in reaSing if, we would notice 
these*passages, and trea^ure;them in onr memory, all' the 
most common duties’ of life would become rich with lessons 
of heavenly truth. The daily 'work,* which ii so ofBeh , 
plained' of as t^wing'the soul' from would' 
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stepping-stone to lead^it to Him. Let us’ see how m^nj 
circumstances, which tnight befall a cottager’s wife in one 
day, are made the subject of Scripture teaching. 

WAKING IN THE ifoBNINC. 

' ’ ? " 

It is early dawn. The cottage mother sleeps; her- 
qhildren are around her; the duties of a wife and motjier 
rest upon her ; she has many a cause for anxiety ; but she 
heeds them not nov;—she is in a deep sleep. This is well; 
she needs rest, and God has given it to her. But what 
if her sleep continued ? What if the song of the birds 
and the rising sun failed to waken her? What if the 
precious hours of the,day'were wasted in this dead 
slumber ? How soon ruin would stare her in the face. 
This deadly' slumber k used in the Bible as an image of 
those who are “ dead'in trespasses and sins.” The sleep¬ 
ing soul has duties to fulfil-s-Juties that must be per¬ 
formed at the peril of everlasting ruin; yet it heeds them 
not. It has many a ' cause of anxiety—for death and 
judgment arg at hand—yet it sleeps on, jp, heavy un- 
consciouness. Oh, that such would be reminded, by each 
morning’s wakening, of that warning voice which cries to 
them—“ Awake, thou that slebpest, and arise from the 
dead, and Christ shail give thee light.” 

[We hope to take you to the Cottage Mother’s. Home 
again next month.—En.T 

THE MOTHER, ^HE SABBATH-SCHOOL 
TEACHER, ANii) THE LIT’I’LE GIRL; 

OB, A VOICE”fcEOM,THByWOEK-BOOM. 

"•And when d« you^wish this* dress ,,to come home, 
ma’atn ? Will yon please to gfve me as long as you can—I 
am very bu^.” "On Monday morning, certainly, Mrs. 
Rice, for I leave h(pneron Tuesday, and I shall want to 
^k‘ it up. C^n you finish it ?”*■ VI will try, ma’am.” 
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Miss Stanley .vfas in a hurryj and with a courteous “ Good 
morning” she left the room. Had *she osce glanced at the 
astonished and’grieved face of her dressmaker our little 
narrative would not h^ve been written, for Miss Stanley 
was, and had beentfor maijy years,* a’Bible Christian. 

It was Saturday at noon, and, with a sigh, Mrs. Rice 
folded up the dress and pattern, and, 'after purchasing 
materials and her own little marketings, returned home. 
Not till after her children and her husband were in’bed, 
was she at liberty to commence her task. Midnight, 
aye ! one, two, three o’clock of the Sabbath morning found 
her still stitching aijay. ?lt lengtl), half-bi;nde3 and wearied 
out, she sought her bed for a short rest, as it was necessary 
to rise early to'jirepare her children’s breakfast, and send 
them to the Sunday school. The "hujband vrent to phurch, 
and, after putting their ^dinner into the oven, his wife sat 
down, not to read the Bible, but to •pursue her unholy 
employment, whicii was only laid aside when the return of 
her family obliged her to make ready tjie dinner. 

“ Motl»cr,’*said her eldest girl, Anne,'looking first at 
the work afid then at her parent, “ mother, have you been 
sewing?” “Yes, love, jt is Miss Stanlp^’s dress, which 
must go home to-morrow, as site leaves on Tuesday.” 
“Oh! mother, I am sure Miss Stanley would be quite 
grievffd at your werCing for her on a^unday; are you sure 
you quite understood her?” • “Yes, child.” “But, 
mother,” pursued the girl, “she has only this morning 
taught us in the school that wt mi;st never Jbreak the Sabbath 
for any one—that it is God’s d^, «nd we have no right to 
use it for ourselves or for others. And,* mother, she always 
docs herself what she^teaq^ies uk to do. Let me ask her 
this afternoon jf there, is not a instakg:; I am sure she will 
not be angry.” “ Hush,* Anne, you know I must not 
offend her; your father works there, and tuight lose his 
place.” “ Whether or no, mistregs, wilUnever have such 
a thing done again,” isaid her husband, who ought fo have 
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done and. said more, but worldly interest prdvniied over his 
convictions. The cluld was silenced ; and, after dinner, 
when again aione^ the* mother resumed her task. This 
time, however, the tears fell over l^er work, and conscience 
struggled hard. • ■ 

The sequel ne.\t month. 


PAGE POE OUR LITTLE READERS. 

Look, around you, little friend, and try to reflect. See, 
there sits tire father, and the dear, dear mother, and 
yonder is the group of brother!! and SKters. Here, in its 
little cradle, lies the baby, with its brow of snow and its 
soft rosy cheek. All the dear ones, perhaps, are with you 
now, but they cannoS tarry always—perhaps not long. 
Tile kind father may be the first to lie low, with the closed 
eye and the sealed lip of death. Or tlie inother, so patient 
and so mild, may be boriic away to the silent grave. The 
baby’s innocenJi heart may grow ccJld, and its sweet voice 
be bushed for evgr, ere another week goes hy; and the 
brothers and the sisters may be missing from their places 
just as soon. ‘ 

Ob, little children,'‘if you would not have pale, sad 
faces, and reproachful voices gatlierinj* jjbout you in the 
years to come, he dutiful jnd iiflectionatc to your parents, 
and kind, always kind and loving, to your brothers- and 
sisters. * Then, when you^sit oilently, years hence, in.the 
eventide, the jihantorns .from the remembered past, which 
will be evj:r thronging your thresholds and creeping to 
yow firesides—which will fill the vde^nt seats beside yours, 
and.flit along the walls—w^l all smil? upon you, and you 
will rejoice greatly in their coinpamy. The father’s and 
the mother’s face will look, kindly upon you, with earnest 
and.plcasant eyej.. The. brothers and the sisters will float 
often by you, and ^ou will love tp see their graceful,. 
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shadowy forms and wavlag hair. When yo» awake in 
the calm morning they will be ne^r you, and evm in tire 
brightness of ^oon they will not sail be gone. They will 
be your chosen companions until, you, too, lie down to 
sleep, and rise ty) no more tiU the morning of the 
resurrection. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY MOTHER; OR, 
THOUGHTS FOR GROWN-U? DAUGHTERS. 

“ It is oulj'^ with sadness,” said an aged friend, “ that I 
can look back on iiiy past life. It has not been eventful, 
but such a one aii -years * 0 ! penitence cannot atone for. 
My mother! to see her was to love her. She was of a 
gentle, afi'cctiouate nature, 8nd,»fr(tto my‘earliest recol¬ 
lections an invalid. My father di6d when I was But four 
years of age, and my mother’s health Reclined more per¬ 
ceptibly ^ftcr the sad event I am about to relate. It was the 
death of my brotlicr. Yes, he died too—^hcr only son, on 
whose i'u|ure,shc had* spent so mucli thought—her idol 
was torn faopi its throne ! My jioor mhther! she had no 
liappiness then ; there was no balm for her wounded heart, 
for it was placed on eartBly thingst 

“ I wonder now, thougli I Sid aTot at that time, that, 
knowing of the Great Physician, she would not go to Him 
to be healed, but sat in her'grief, silent, and without com¬ 
fort. I can see her now, sitting at her usual place, a window 
.from wliich she could look upon the churchyard ; and there, 
with her head resting upon her l^and, she woald remain 
for hours, gazing, in tearless ^rief, tpwards the rfesting- 
place of her sou. And* I—yon may ask—where was JL ? 
Was I bylier side, trying‘witjfi loving words to win her 
from her deep*sorrow.? No! I bluslr while 1 speak, and 
well I may. My‘mo,iiir«ng 'pas not like her% one of years; 
bnt, before long, 1 kughed and sang amo^ the gay, for¬ 
getful. of the dead, and more so of fhy bereaved nsother, 

i2 
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who suifered alone—the widow and the childless. Yes, 
childless! for I was n^ver a child to her—she stood alone, 
without friends or syirfpathy. 

“ My eighteenth "birthday arrived. My mother’s pale 
cheek grew paler, and. her stjp more feeble. She was 
how reconciled to her loss, for she had found consola¬ 
tion frcm her Bible—her now constant companion. Her 
favourite window was no longer a seat of repining, but*the 
place where, at the hour of twilight, she meditated on her 
future home, where sadness never comes. Since her death 
I have read in her journal prayers made at this time—the 
earnest outpourings of her soul before God, followed by 
calm and happy thoughts expressive' of her belief—the 
simple breathings of faith, which restored peace to her 
troubled mind. I nbtioed this change in my mother, but 
it did hot affect my siriful heart. I also tried to’ banish 
from my mind all .thought of "the change whifh was so 
visible in her. Her walk was shortened. ^ She couhl not now 
even visit the grave of her son. 1 was told that she could 
not live much longer, but I would not listen.t- I had heard 
the same for marly years, and did not believe the sad 
truth.” 

[The saddest Uay of "all, in this daughter’s history, is 
yet to come.—Eu.] 

CHILDREN'AND FLOWERS. 

Tjib gardener’s son was OEly three years old, blit so 
passionate-and se'lf-willjd, that his parents found it very 
difficult to manage him. if he did not get what be asked 
fo 5 immeiiiately, he would stamp with his little feet, strike 
every one that opposed hii^i, arlA even throw anything he 
had sufficient strengtli to wield. » To check these passionate 
outbursts each,.parent would occasionally correct him—his 
father sometimes rather severely—but, hitherto, with no 
improvement. The 6hil^, discovering that he was flogged 
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when he did npt please liis parents, got also to act similarly 
to those with’ whom he was not pleased, saying, “I shall 
flog you, you Btfi Tery naughty.” ^lis father being thus 
foiled, was led to consider whether % better management 
might not be adopted \?ith his little son. 

He thought of the beautiful plants—many of them rare 
exotics—entrusted to his care. In order to manage these 
properly, he knew how much care and patience wire 
required. He remembered how h§ hg<i studied their 
habits, and, as far as the nature of the ground would per¬ 
mit, planted them accordingly—some delighting in an 
exposed situation, others requiring shelter ; but, although 
he gave equal care to all, tiiey all did nof equally flourish. 
S(J the gardener began to reason with himself in this way:— 

“Here is my beloved boy, given q;ie l>y tlie Lord of Heaven, 
to fit him to be transplanted to a licavenly inheritance. I 
will treat this plant with the same degree of forbearance 
I use towards the flowers entrusted to my care by my 
earthly lord.” Ifeflecting in this way, he saw that when 
those plants (Jid not fleurish according to his wish that he 
felt no anger, against tlrcm, but set about to examine the 
cause, and, if possible, remove it. Sometimes, those he trusted 
to water his plants he foiflid neglected to d» so; others were 
in too rich a soil; and some, perhajjs, not sufficiently good; 
but, .withal, he found it necessary to have the ground 
thoroughly prepared, so thal the rodts niight expand and 
tike firm hold of tlie soil. He*would by no means shake 
or strike the tree, even incajjtiously or hastily planted. 

But one thing he found necessary for tilf—that, my dear 
readers, was a sunbeam. Whether tall or short, growing 
on the bill, valley, or side of a stream, each and'ali refused 
to flourish" when depr?>ed hi tl^ sun’s rays ; these consi¬ 
derations led this father tq alter his treatment of hi^ little 
son, and to determine to give him sufficient Ijght and heat— 
in other words, eaueation and kindness. Not simply send¬ 
ing him to school to learn a few Ibssons from a boojr, and, 
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perhaps, an equal number of.jvild tricks, but to take liis 
child upon his knee, and give him lessons regarding lAic 
Law of kindness, the hpauty of the flowerss the adaptation 
of insect life, the .goodness and kindujss of God, our 
Heavenly Father, in thus placing bach where the gi’eatest 
■degree of hap])ine.ss can be attained. 

This plan of treating this passionate child is working 
the desired result. The little face brightftns when he hears 
his father’s Ibotstepp, .md he runs to meet him, sure at 
least of a little sunlight; for what can be more like it than 
the parent’s cheerful smile ? Instead of walking away 
with a sullen look of defiance, there is springing uji childish 
trust and confidence; and^wheu outbreaks of temper arise, 
as arise they will, a few firm words, kindly expressed, 
even a look of sorrowful., reproof, do more, far more to sup¬ 
press them, than a blow ever did. Parents, you possess a 
wide field of usefulness, and.a fearful responsibility is 
yours. 

There is a false Irindness, or lazy indulgence, you are too 
prone to give way to, not liking lo t.ake fbe trouble to 
inculcate good habits, particularly those that re/,jvire example 
to enforce. Incautious example is every whit as bad as 
undue severity^ Yoiw children are close reasoners; 
therefore, dear friende, lake heed to your ways, that you 
cause not one of these little ones to oftend .—From “ Our 
Village,'’ by A. A. Cl C. 


MASTEKS AND SERVANTS.—No. IV. 

KlNli-NESS AND CONCIUATION. 

^'he world and its concerns .Are fill of material to test 
. the dispositions of those who have to mingle with them; 
nor are we at all competent to jndge how, in given dreum- 
stances ,we should comport ourselves, till these peculiarities 
actualily occur; but the more clotdy we come in contact 
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with others, tjie more effeotually is the test applied. The 
selatious sus'taiued by those to whejm these papers specially 
refer, furnish *,3110081 as numeroiss points of difficulty as 
any to wjpch ouf thoughts could be.directed. Too frequently 
the principle we contdhded for iq 5Jo. I. is forgotten, and 
there springs up a state of mind the reverse of that it is 
now our intention to treat of, for a little Epace. Kindness 
and conciliation,'built on the foundation. No. III., will show 
a character in any station beautifnl a*id useful. , The 
jHjsition of the master has many a rough and (difficult 
point; the anxieties of business and its disappointments chafe 
his spirit, give him anxious days and wakeful nights. 
Often, when in diaect intwcoujse with fiis servants, there 
is a painful undercurrent of intense feeling, unsympathised 
with, because unknown. It may, be, he meets apathetic 
coldness, or careless indifference, or eoutcinptuous disregard; 
and his irritation is shown in passion,.angry upbraidings, 
violent .abuse. How much to be preferred is the spirit 
we now recommend—a calm suppression'of rising choler, 
and a temperate appeal to the coinmon principles of 
humanity lyid Christian principle; this will assuredly be, 
in its results, more, far more likely to effect the object 
aimed at—a recognition* of mutual duty*. But we hear 
each party often say, “ I will hav^iny right—none shall 
tramglc on me.” 'Well! we fully grant this, but demur to 
the conclusion, that hasty, passionate* exclamations are the 
surest way to att.ain it; so far from it, we are fully assured 
that nothing tends so effec^ally to widen^the breach, or 
perpetuate the offence, as such a*c^urse.* “A soft answer 
turneth away wrath.” The reVerse ig true; an angry, ’ 
Litter tongue biteth like an adder. * 

Causes of oonten.tioR wi!> ari^; they are inseparable 
from your inutfial positionbut once ctetermine that a kiud 
and conciliatory spirit shall^ be adopted, agd you will be 
astonished to hnd how apparently insuperal^e obstacles will 
vanisii; misunderstandings will find Solution, and a> 00 m- 
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paratively equable and tranquil^:ourse will ^ found for all. 
For a full-length portrait of such a character, we have onfy 
to study patiently and* constantly His example, who was 
holy, harmless, undated, and separate from si|i|^s, who 
has left us an example that we should follow His steps. 

J. O. V. 


“ 0;^LY POOR CHILDREN.” 

Uere is a primary school: what a host of little ragged 
urchins are crowding in! Suppose I step in quietly among 
them ? How they take their planes in seats terraced off 
one above another, so that each littlfe face is distinctly 
visible. What a pretty sight! and how Nature loves to 
compensate! 'sending beauty to the hovel, deformity to 
the hall. There is a Ifoy now, in that ragged jacket, who 
is a study for an artist. See his broad, ample forehead; 
mark how his dark eyes glow : and that little girl at his 
side, whose chestnut curls droop so gracefully over her soft- 
fringed eyes and dimpled shoulders. And that dream 
child in yonder corner, with hluc-veined transparent 
temples, whose spiritual eyes even now can see that fade¬ 
less shore to ^hich bright angels beckon him. Deal 
gently with him—he' is |thssing away! Here comes the 
teacher—brisk, angular, and sharp-voiced. Heaven pity 
the children! She’s a human icicle; pasteboardy and 
proper! I already experience a mental shiver. Now she 
comes up, and,says (apologetically to my new satin cloak), 
“You see, madam, thfse are only poor children.” The 
toadying^ creatnrej Lucky for her that I’m not “a 
ccmmittec.” Can’t heb dull eyes recognize God’s image 
in linsey-woolsBy ? Can >;;she'’^see "no. genius 'written on 
yonder broad forehead? No poetry slumbering in yonder 
sweet eyes? iDid Franklin, Clay, and Webster study their 
alphabet in sillj and velvet ? She ought to be promoted 
to thfc dignity of to^-uail polisher to the Pope I Now she 
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hands me a hook, in whidh visitors’ names are inscribed, 
and requests me to write mine. Certainly—“ Mrs. John 
Smith”—there "it is. Hope she liRes it as well as I do.— 
Fanny 


“I LAID ME DOWN AND SLEPT.” 

* The following circumstance took place in a family not 
long ago;— 

A blooming group, at evening prime. 

Moved by their parent’s voice, 

Each ofl’ered frogi the Book Divine 

Some fragment of their choice. • 

• 

And oqe, a beauteous boy, o’er whom 
Four happy years hud sweptf . 

Raised his clear trustful eyes, and said— 

“ I laid me down and slept.” 

* • 

“O sweet, my son, the gem you bring, 

• Yet knw you not the rest?— . 

‘ I woke, because the Lord sustained; ’ 

• Cosiplete the*sentence blest.” 

But Still that student of the skies 
His first selection kept; 

“No, dear mamma, just thiS alone, 

‘ I laid me down and sR'pt.i*’ 

That night the fever sjnote him,sore„ 

With dire, delirious paijj, 

And fiercely on his heart-strings fed, 

Till every hope wa^vain. 

• 

Then all at once, in slumbers^ft 
The darling sufterer lay* 

And, like a lamb of Jesus, slept 
His gentle lilie aw«^. ^ 

He sleft; but,'with,what glorious joy. 

In strains of seraph love. 

The waking words he’spoke not here, 

Shall be pronounced above. 

L. H.’ S. 
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HOPE FOE THE SABBATH-SCHOOL TEACHER! 
HOPE ON EVER! • 

“ My beloved is gone down to his garden to gatlflPRlies.” 

Mary - was admitted, at a very early age, into the 

Sunday school in the parish of-; there was nothing 

extraordinary in her abilities, they were of an ordinary 
kind, ,but there" was something remarkable in her sweet 
temper and cheerful disposition, which shone forth in her 
bright blue eyes. She was ever regular, and appeared to 
love her school, her teacher, and the instruction given 
her; but no evidences of. Divine grace appeared till she 
was nearly eight years old—the love of -Jesus, and the 
name of Jesus, then seemed inexpressibly sweet to this 
dear child; she would try to assist her companions in 
finding the Scripture proofs required of them, w'hilst I was 
instructing the younger ones in their reading—that, to 

quote her own words, " Dear Miss-might have more 

time to talk about Jesus.” 

If 1 was indisj)osed, or ajipeared unhapp}s her sweet 
comfort was as balm to my wounded spirit. I lost a dear 
friend, and felt' my loss very severely, the first Sunday I 
taught after her remo'val.' Little Mary left her place and 
stood by my knee, with her sweet eyes fixed supplicatingly 
on my face ; and when asked what she would say to me— 
“Dear teacher,” she replied, “ I want you not to cry aiiy 
more.'"’ I replied, “You know, my dear, you have all 
lost a kind friend as well as myself.” “ Ob, dear teacher,” 
she exclaimed, “ she has only gone to sleep—she was so 
fined 'when she went to" bed ; but she will not stay there 
long, and when we see -lie'" Ugain she will be quite awake, 
and will be tired no more.” ■'"What,” I said, “do you 
mean?” “I, mean, teacher,” she answered, “that sin, 
and fighting-w^th Satan, have made her tired—the grave 
is only her bed foi a little time, and when we see her 
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again, she will be like Jesus, all beautiful—oh, dear teacher, 
so beautiful!”, I stud, "How do,Jou know shall see 
her Bgah||^’ “ Because,” she replied^ without a moment’s 
hesitatiJIr'I have beAi a> sinful child, I know ; but Jesus 
died for moj Jesus pleads ftr me, anil Jesus lores me.” 

She lored to see me in the week, alone, and never left 
without, in some way, mentioning her Saviour’s love. 'I 
once remarked to her—“ I hope that^ou^will have a' nice 
play this dinner-hour j see how brightly the sun shlhes !■” 
"Yes,” she said, “ but do, dear teacher, before I go, pray 
with me that the Sun of Bighteousncss may shine upon 
us; for when yon(|p_r sun^oes down at*night, we shall 
want Jesus to stay and take care of us.” She loved to 
think of Heaven, the crown of gold, the harp, of gold, and 
the white robes; and any difficult word in her lessons 
always sent her to me for an explanation. 

No weather prevented her attendance, and no cold or 
wet seem?d to affect her health j however, the- Lord, in 
love, saw fit to transplant this bud- of sweet promise to 
blossom id a *liappier land—her illness began with cold, 
and terminate'd in rapid consumption. Her patience, her 
faith, her joy, in the midsfcof suffering and^ain, were truly 
exemplary. I frequently, saw lj®r> ^nd not then beiing 
aware of the incurable nature of her malady, expressed a 
hope tiiat, on the* return of.»Spring,«renewed health and 
strength might be granted her ;• to which she replied— 
“ Yes, dear teacher, I shall he- quite well. I think, by the 
Spring, for— 

‘ There everlasting Spring abides,. 

And never-withering flowers;, 

Death, like%t stfeim, ^lone divide 

That go6dly l^and'ilrom oifrs.’” 

(To %* comlvdid nait rntnihi)' 



THE THOIW IN THE PILLOW. 

A UTTLE girl weut to visit her grandmother, soiiKlstaDce 
from her mother’s and' her father’s home—she seemed 
very happy all day, and she had everything around her to 
make her happy; but when her kind grandmother weilt 
to look at her, after she was asleep, she observed a tear¬ 
drop oa the little girl’s cheek—“ Ah,” said the old lady, 
the next morning, “you were a little home-sick last night, 
dear.” “Oh no, grandmotherj^” Mabel replied, “I 
could never be home-sick here.’’ It w^s just so the next 
night, and the next; at length, the grandmother thought, 
as the little girl seemed troubled, she would sit in the next 
chamber until the child, went to sleep. Presently, although 
Mabel was tucked up, she began to rustle the quilt, and 
shake her pillow, and the grandmother thought she heard 
a little sob; so she wen!;, to the little girl’s bedj and said 
—“ Mabel, my child, you have got a thorn in your pillow 
—what is it?” Then the little girl hid'her'face, and 
began to cry aloud. The grandmother was very troubled. 
At length, the little girl said—“ Oh, grandmother, when 
I am alone here, I canno^ help thinking how I said—‘ I 
won’t, mother,’ and i cannot unsay U ; and mother is so 
good, and loves me so, and Iv-1 was s6 naughtythen 
the tears streamed afresh^down the child’s cheeks. Here, 
then, was the thorn in the pillow, and she could not 
with'draw it. * 

Ah, so it will be, by-tod-by, with that little boy who is 
selfish and unkind &t hopie now ; when he is away, among 
strangers, he will think of the^tomt of his childhood, and 
the recollection of some thikind word or action will be a 
thdm ^ his pillow when he retires' at night. And that 
little |irl, who does not care t6 help her good mother now, 
i$ill find a thord in );;er pillow when that mother sleeps in 
the grave. 
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That yoHjng man, too, who will not listen to his good 
lather’s advice, and who hates hist father’s religion and his 
father’s God, vfill find a thorn in’his dying pillow that no 
mortal Intend will be ^le to withdraw. Mother! Father! 
x4re yon planting any sharp thoms'that will spring up in 
that last pillow, by neglecting or half-attending to your 
momentous duties ? 

THE FATHER’S PAGE. 

SOME ESSENTIALS IN A FATHER TO RENDER HOME MArFY. 

The husband End father is bound by.an ihevitable obli¬ 
gation to vindicate' his autiiority before the family. 

First, ht/ acquainting himself with all the duties of that 
sacred relation. If a man appointed to an office in the Statt 
neglects to acquaint himself with the duties of that office, and 
the State thereby suffers injury, he encbunters public repro¬ 
bation, and lays himself ppen to impeacl\,meut. Now, thi 
family constitution lies at the foundation of all the fornu 
of civil ^nd’Christian society. To be willingly ignorant; 
then, of tfiff right mode of administering it, is to incur i 
high degree of criminality. 

Secondly. The paternal authority is to he perpetuatea 
by the maintenance of a wholesome* example. The example 
of tHe father is generally t^ means,of moulding the son’e 
oliaracter. How exact, then, aliould it be ? The fathei 
should be content with nothing short of that resolution, 
“ I will walk within my hoftse v^ith a perfect heart.^ * 

Thirdly. Authority should hf tempered witK tenderness, 
but not annihilated by indulgence. ^ As a father pitieth 
his children.” By t|jfat tender trait is the dispositioil of 
God himself illustfated. ft aiay and ought to exist, even 
in the bosom of sterner mduld. “ And, ye fathers, provoke 
not your children to wrath, but bring them up in. the 
nurture and admonition of th^ Lord.”* The cares and 
vexations iacident,tq|the pursuits of.m^n too often jproduce 
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airiirntable atste-of nrind, Ifcit disqualifiestlieiH-fiom rightly, 
dtscharging parental- dtrtj^. Efow can these,tender plants 
withstand the storm of' passion that sometimes hursttr on 
thdr beads ? Fithers, provoke not your children, list they 
be;diBcouraged. Cbneet fiheni,,bt>t reo< in atiyer. 

Fonrthl^i The hestf instruction' is the best gmienment'. 
Happy is he who is accustomed to say, as he gathers round’ 
him the dear ones who constitute the home circle, " Hear, 
ye children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know 
understanding; for I was my father’s son, tender and 
only beloved in the sight of my mother. He taught me 
AMO.” He did not throw off the responsibility from him¬ 
self to my mother, but was willing to share it with her. 
Others; go and do likewise. 

Again. One of the nobifist auxiliaries of parental'dktg is 
Even for poor IshmaelJ the father of the fttitHfnl 
prayed; “'0h! that Ishmael might live before thee 
How then did he wrestle for' Isaac, before and' after'his 
birth'!' How when, in view of the approaching sacrifice 
OB Moiiafa, he sought'the solitude of the forest,'and', taking 
the' lad' with' him, fervently prayed to God ! How did 
Jacob wrestle with the angel of the covenant for his dear 
cfaildren'in the hour of apprehended'danger, even until the 
famaking of the day! And how have many fathers agonised 
at the eternal throne, until salvation was poured upon 
their-iamilies! •• 

Once* more: Authority should he so exercised as to 
secure habitual bbedience ; then will obedience to God be 
more'easily rendered. Ita praportion to the deeper defkence 
, naturally ptid by dhhdren^to the authority of a father, is 
parental' responsibility increased. How perfect, then; 
shmldbo the example of a'ferther ? 

We do not often presume to give-fathers anycounsel, 
but we have- littlb whisper of grumbling, that we 

"Sparemo time for fatherss” We nowa»k*them to ponder' 
these'thoBghts. 
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XirarS FIRST .YEARS. 

“ Nexit ito (fibie qualities wiRiob <a mm is .born, ithe 
h^enoes vitich bis gaiseuts «Bdvhi8TaBiiilj!exeit.ii«e possm’- 
fal in sltiqdng bis aftestfowse. * Mothers! f oar task m 
training your sons is oilben heavy, but youriencoucageiaeiite 
ere great. How .many of the good and'the successfah oi 
the wise and the happy, trace ah that was bright in tbmr 
character to influences lying as far Uhck 'as itbeir mflther’is 
knee ?” The above remarks are .extracted flrom an interest¬ 
ing biography of the late Mr. Budgett, trf Bristol, by the 
Rev. Wm, Arthur. ISpeaking of Mi, B,‘, Mr. Aotbitr 
continues: — “ I&ppily *for bin), truth and grace, were 
valued in the Tiorae of his childhood. If his parents had 
not been remarkably successM^in gaining this, world’s 
good, they had secured the part that was of far greater price 
to 'both them and their children. Hh was early taught to 
worship*, obe.v, and seek the God fronj whose hand bis 
young being had come. What Lamartine so beanrifidly 
says of bis dwn moth’er, might be sidd equally of bis t— 
‘ We could hot remember the day when she firti spoke to 
us about G-od.’ His another, especially, was enuneidi^ 
pious, and her influence on the ebal'acter of her son was 
powerful and happy. His faithfuf friend, the Rev. Joseph 
Wodd, who intimately knew bis iun#r life, thus states one 
of those events which pass silently within the bosom of 
Christian families, but which re-appear in the life of their 
members in blessed and mdtaorabie fruit ‘"He was'Etboiat 
nine years of age, when one d^y, rin pasring his incthw's, 
door, heheardher engaged in earnest pmyer.fardier femBy, 
and for Wmself by ^am^ He thought, my moth* is 
more earnest that I shcudd be ^ved than I am Sar my own 
sakatinn. In ^that hour Le became deeided to serve G«d, 
and the impression tl^en.made was never eSacad.’ Happy 
that son whose .h^ivt is daik mewmi^ towards the vmya etf 
God by a naother’v l|dly walk, amd salaatW is tbe 
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aaUy burthen of a mother’s fervent prayer! .And happy 
that mother whose son |oes not steel his heart against her 
solicitude. ‘It was early,’ many a moth'er would, per¬ 
haps, think, ‘to he coricemed abo^jt the conversion of a 
gpod, well-conducted boy, whenohe was only nine.’ Per¬ 
haps, had you been much concerned for the conversion of 
your boy when h6 was good and welf-conducted, he migh'; 
have been good and well-conducted still. ‘It is early,’ 
many a- son will probably think, ‘ to be anxious about a 
future life, when I am yet so young.’ Perhaps, if you 
defer now because it is too early, 'you will, in a few years, 
abandon the thought altogether because it is too late.” 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

EDUCATION OF WOMEN. 

Th^ education of women is of the greatest importance 
to society. Men may be, indeed, the rough stones of which 
the fabric of society is built—they may form the strength 
and resisting portion of the fabric^—but womeu are the 
finer cement, without which those rougher' ingredients 
will not find order or consistency, and without whicli there 
can be no form, no beauty, no lasting and useful enjoy¬ 
ment .—Lord Palmerston. 

A HItiT. 

Young men! the influence of evil impressions can never 
be got rid of. Let one impure thought gain lodgment in 
your heart, and,.if you daje to favour it, you may as well 
attempt to take the stain out of the snow as to remove its 
effects for pver from.your minds.—/. B. Gough. 

SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF I.ITJI,E CHILDREN. 

Sahbath-heeping. —Father!” said a little fellow, of four 
years, “ it has been Sabbath day to you, but not to mother, 
■j^d brother, and me.” “Why not, my son?” “Why, 
'llecanse, father, i.. raiijjedtoo hard, we could not go to God’s 
house, so you know it has only been S.ihbath day for you.” 
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PAGE FOR YOUNG MOHlIERS.—No. VII. 

•‘Hold the little hands in prayer, teach the ycak knees their kneeling^. 
Let him see thee speaking to thy G od ; lie will not forget it afterwards. 
When old and grey, feelingly w«li he reniemher n mother’s tender piety; 
And the touching recollection of her prayers shall arrest the strong 
man in his sin.” 

It lias been said, tlie man is made in the nursery, and 
there the impressions arc received that formthe charagter and 
mould the destinies of the world. To the mother is com¬ 
mitted the delightful and important task of giving the first 
impulse to the mind; \tiiethcr of good or evil; both will be 
equally rememberJd. lISw oan mothers, who have not 
themselves taken the first stop in the way to Heaven, lead 
their little ones in the right jtatlf? And what then? 
Does it not follow that they will all wall: together in the 
broad road leading to tile city undor the cufse of the 
Almighlf ? Th^re are only two roads. There is no 
middle vvay. We must be leaSing them to heaven or 
hell! Y#s, young ntother, believe it; you arc now, at 
this very ihsment, leading that lovely infant boy of yours 
towards the bright and^glorious city of God, or towards 
that awful place of endless woe ])fepared’for the devil and 
his angels. 

When the sciJpTor Bacqp was ^uttiiig up the monu¬ 
ment of Lord Chatham, a gentleman said to him—"Take 
care what you are about; you work for eternity.” Mothers! 

■ young mothers ! take care what ^you nreajiout; vcAjwvork 
for eternity! What you are ^noy.' doing will" affect the 
interests of.unboru thousands in hcavgn or helj! ’if you 
are faithful, you mav send forth to the world sons *nd 
daughters’who shaU be the*me^>s of the sdlvation of others 
as they pass along tb? parti of life. They m ay tu rn many 
to righteousness', nnd shine themselves a» stars for ever 
and ever 1 But, if unfaithful, your children will leave your 
home prepared to rijet the chains of dcstruc^on oh those 

VOI-. VII. ’ K 
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with whom they come in contact among the families of the 
earth, and theihselTes h^ coHspicnous in eteynity only for 
their deep^ misery!. Would you that those you love 
should he found with the rich mal^ calling for a drop of 
water to cool the burning of the flSme in vain? If not, then 
begin early. Yes; as soon as the bright eye beams up 
into your face, and warms your maternal heart by that 
tfeasutsed smile, qh! then begin to train him for the com¬ 
pany of the saints in light, where Jesus is seen diffusing 
happiness all around. Do you say he will forget, and live 
uninfluenced by your training or your prayers ? Say yon 
so ? Are you quite sure he will, pass his life, and end his 
days, forgetting all his early teaching ? Well, even if yon 
think So, and do not believe God’s Word, still we say, it is 
worth the trial, 'fhe early prayer, long since buried 
beneath the sins and follies of youth, often comes up again, 
and takes hold of the wanderer’s heart—aye, and will nm 
let him go. We will tell you one such case. 

The chaplain of a prison had tried in vain fo- soften the 
hard heart of one of the men taken there for stealing. Ho 
was a man who had grown old in sin, and seemed deter¬ 
mined to pursue the downward path. One meriting he was 
found weeping bitterly. “.You seem sad, 'rom,” said the 
good man. “Yes, Sir, I am sad,” he repliod; “and t 
have been Sad through a loilg life of sin. I lost my 
mother. Sir, before she had time to bring toe up in the 
right ^y; but, ob. Sir, her prayers, when I knelt by 
her side a little,'hurmlcss, infant boy, have been ringing in 
my ears these thirty years, and they would not let me do 
j,ust af others did,’or as my own wicked' heart desired. 
My mother, Sir. has long been- in -heavOfl ; hut I cannot 
help thinking. Sir, that the’’saints up-there have sometiiltfg 
to do with'shmers down here on earth^^fOi' that eye of hers, 
so bright and loving, has often seemfed'to look at me in 
my midnight wickedn-essrand the sOund of her voice, going 
up to God'for me, has often held 'bflck my hand from 
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giving the fatal blow. Yon see. Sir, I have eften seemed 
iperry when jny heart was sickJ Qli,« Sir, tell me—can 
yoH, Sir?—is there hope for me^*that I may yet bp fpr- 
given, and get up where my mother lives ? Ob, I ,haie 
been thinking how dreadful it will ■be to meet her at the 
judgment, if all my sins are testing upon my own head! 
She tpld me once—and she was pretty near the gate of 
heaven at tlie tiraer—that there was mercy with Jesus fipv 
the cliief'of sinners. Do you thiflk, Sir, there, (!^n be 
mercy for me ? I am afraid I have gone too far, and that 
I sliall be lost! ” The man of God became the mother’s 
friend, and took the mother’s work, Jeadmg tlie son to 
the cross for pardon and salvation! 

Mothers! a're your prayers treasured up in the hearts of 
your sons? Will they have reasbn to bless’you, when you 
have long been in heaven, that you took them to kne^ 
your side in early youth t If not, begin at once 1 Make 
haste j tiie day is far spent, the night ^is at hand, when 
your working and your praying iime will be over! 


HOPE FOR THE SIBBATII^CIIOOL TEACHER 
HOPE ON'EVe’r! 

^(%ncluded j^rom p«ge 155.^ 

Dear httlc Mary seemed now neither to expect nor 
desire a continuance ef life, though quite willing cheerfully 
• to use every means which hqj’ frk‘nd,s klcsired for the 
recovery of Iver health. Wbqn suffering fearfully, from 
di'fiiculty of breathing and pain in bar chest agd side, too 
weak to rise from her ^bed, I asked her “ If Jesus vtas jstill 
preciout to hqr?” • Oh, yes k* she,gasp’ed-— 

“ ‘ I wonld'not change mj' blest estatu 
, For ali’that earth’calls good or grAt; 

And whilst my faith can keep itsjipld, 

I envy pot the sinner’s gold! ’ ” 
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Two (lays before her death, she told me she expected to 
see me no more oh eart|, and her lips quivered when she 
bade me “Good-bye,” and saw my sorrow, which I in vain 
tried to restrain. She’said, “ Dear teacher, 1 do so love 
you; but I love Jesus better, mheli better! It is all tuy 
joy to think of easting my crown, iiiy brightest part, at His 
feet, and of being your crown of rejoicing when I see yob 
again. Oh, how I will fly to meet yon!” After a long 
pause, Ho recover a'little strength, .she added—“All the 
time God still gives me I will .spend in praying for my 
dear friends, for you and for myr dear companions, that 
many more souls ■beside mine m|iy rewiy^ your pains.” 

She sent a message to all her companions, begging them 
to seek Christ in tluyr days of health and strength, that 
they might find Him, gs she did, “ a very present help in 
time of trouble.” The last time I saw Iier alive she could 
scarcely articulate, but jicrfectly knew me; she pressed my 
hand, and said, ,“ Jtlsus!_” 1 prayed w«th her. And when 

I kissed and bade her farewell, shy looked up and. said, 
“Happy, happy!” and then closed her eye#. About 
three liours after this she looked .at licr mother and father, 
who were at her,bedside, aud exelaimed— 

“ ‘ Jesus c*«.u lAake a d,ying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are ” 

* it ' 

They asked if she war. “very happy?” she replied, 
“More than happy; for before the suu sets I shall sec 
Him*, whom absent I lovo; abd do you, dear father and 
mother, come to Him, fbr lie wails iti Canaan, with angels 
bright, to'-welcome 'you ,to all the joys of Cantian.” Her 
.mdiher offered her some lemon dr^nk, which she quietly 
refused, saying, “H« vvifl‘lcad me to'the living fountains 
of Water; 

She then closed her eyes, 'and wished her parents and 
sisters," Good-night,.” <Her mother asked her if she felt 
as Jf ihe would be, able to sleep a lif.tfe, hoping that slie 
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would awake a little refreshed. She said, “ Yes.” They 
s’at for half-ari-hour watching her! iior sould any of them 
tell the moment when her ransomcAl spirit took its flight to 
the realms of bliss; ^ut hers was iflcleed a blessed sleep, 
from which she will neve* wake to sorrow—a calm, undis¬ 
turbed rest, unbroken by the last of foes ! 

• This simple narrative has been written in sorrow and 
weakness; its object'is twofold:—First, To encourage 
teachers and ])arents to work diligently ithilst it yi called 
to-day, for in due season they shall reap if they faint not; 
and what a glorious harvest theirs will lie! Secondly, To 
encourage any denr chftdrcn who may ^yientse it, to seek 
Israel’s gentle Sh^ilierd, now in their youth and health, so 
that, in the day of sorrow, death, and troubl-, they may 

find Ilirn, as this dear child did-^a Saviour’close at hand. 

• 

was not.iri cruelty, not in wrath, 

Toe reaper came that day ; * 

Twas :in angel visited the green earth. 

And look uiy flower ad ay ! ” 

• Makia. 


A DAY WITH Tlltt COT'i’AGEli’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE.—No. 11. 

DRESSING. 

The cottage-mother has left her bed, and is putting on 
her clothes. How many idtexk may tlusnuct recall ^ The 
guests assembled at the \vcddipg<feast had each a wedding 
garment [vrovided them. (Matt. xxii.)( The jirtidigal, when 
he returned to his fathet;’s house, had the best fob* put 
on him. (Lpke xv., 22.) ’ T!i% ou(c8St, in Ezekiel, was 
not only saved, hut beAutiful raiment wnsy^mt on’ her. 
(Ezek. xvi. 10.) ■ How terrible it would l»e to be exposed 
to our fcUow-creatnres in rags iind wretehedness! What 
will it be if the i^ajtedness, the sin, the dcSorrait^r of our 
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Bouls, should he seen jn the light of eternity ? It is all 
osposed to the .sight lof Ciod now. I^et os seek #OTHe 
tro-veriog, liet us, like the prod^al, retu'fo to God our 
Father’s house, and 'the best rt>bc-,-ytUe rohe of a Saviour’s 
rightcousoess—shall cover »s. 

WASHING. 

The eottngc-motlier is poor, and her garments are 
fcomply; hut she loyes cleanliness, and has too much self- 
respecf to suffer herself, or her children, to go down to their 
daily work unwashed. Here, too, God’s Word meets her. 
The dirt she abhors, is a picture of that sin which defiles 
the soul, and makes her hateful in II.u sight. Each sin 
is as a spot of filth before Him, Let her hear His voice, 
saying:—“Wash yon, ipake you clean; put away the evil 
of your doings from before mine eyes ; cease to do evil.” 
(Isaiah i. 16.) 

[We will hope to attend the cottage-mother down stairs 
next month.—Eh.l 

THE YOITTHFUL MOTHER AND HER'BABE. 

“ I love thee so—I love thee^o—jl cannot be at rest.” 

TO MRS. H. 

Dying ! yt*t to live for ov«r„! 

My precious treasure—t ome, nestle down, 

Benenlli the folds o’ niy silken gown, 

Tliere’i nwiglit too good for thee! 

I would give niy gorns ?nd gold away, 

And all on earth, t'o insure tliy stay, 

Thou art so derfi to tne. 

A ** ” 

Dying! yet lo live lor ever! 

TUy fragile frame-j-*,h,v ^^aut|Cons form— 

Oil! I will shield it iforn every storm, ' 

,! K»- And love tliec to the last. 

My babe! my treasure! what wllMhwi be? 
Wbat-j«jy8-.,wbat..?orrowsaro stored for thee, 

I, Ere tbj' sweet life is past ? 
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• Dying! yet to live for,ever! 

Young mother—hush ! the book !h sealed ; 

Itut its folded leiivos shall ife revealed, 

When thcjn and babe sliaft stand 
Beholding tlie gr§at wliita tlu’one on high, 

With all our race up in yonder sky. 

Hard by the angel’s land. 

Dying! yet to live for ever! 

Come—give thy frail, precioiis,bab8 away. 

By this perchance you insure its stay, 

If good for it —and thee. 

If spared—Oh ! train it for the sky, 

Thy child" and tTiou ninst surely dip. 

It is Ac Lord^ decree. 

.hihj I6I/(, 1854. 

HINTS FOR PARENTS A>lD SONS.—No', II. 

The scene described last month is Ifut a sample of what 
occurred constantly. Mr. and Mrs. Cojeman were good 
sort of respectable jicople, who cared for their children 
mcntally*autf physically, and meant to be good parents. 
But there *vlis for ever some scene of dispute—stern looks 
and harsh commands—*o that they werc^really a wretched 
family. Under these influences, James, who was im¬ 
petuous and self-willed, but very Sffcctionate, began soon 
to spend*his leisare hours m places«of resort for loiterers, 
lyhere lie saw much to encourage his reckless and disobe¬ 
dient spirit. Little did his parents realise, in the bustle of 
their hurrying life, the elfefcts cif the liomc trainin'g*; nor 
were they aroused to James’s»datiger, till his prplonged 
absence from home, and late hours in the evening, caused 
a severe reprimand from lys father. With a heart swelling 
with rage he jvent to .his room/Sutuot to bed: he resolved 
to leave his home. 

James looked on his little brother, whoifi he loved, but 
with whom he-was ever quarrellisg. , Heavas half-tempted 
to lie down; but jiq! he thought hoy crosw his mother 

K 2 
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would look, and how Ijarshly his father would speak at 
breakfast. He thought^ of his little sister l^in, and wished 
to kiss her; “ But,” §aid he to himself, “ she will soon snap 
like the rest—she grows more fretful every day. No, I 
will go out of hearing of it all.’'' He then softly let him¬ 
self down from the window, and was soon in the night 
train. A few days found James tossing upon the waves of 
the wide, deep, trackless ocean, and on he went towards 
the fields of gold, often vexed at the services he was 
called upon to perforin ; sometimes longing to be again in 
the home of_his childhood; at ol,her times writhing, as 
he thought of the anger of his .hither, jmd the rejiroaches 
of his mother. But some of that ship’s company were 
never to see the distant land, where they had hoped to 
find treasures of gold, and happiness. Seven of them 
were carried off by fever, and on that fatal list was read 
by agonised hearts, in his father’s and his mother’s home, 
the name of “ Js.ine:> Coleman, aged sixteen.” 

Boys! if your father and mother, in the midst of their 
many cares, of which you know nothing, often'increased 
sevenfold by their anxieties for you, are less tender and 
forgiving than you think they sliBuld be, will you throw 
olf all regard for them, pll gratitude for their constant 
proofs of real aft'ection, and make shipwreck of your own 
character and hopes,‘and brekk their hc’arts ? No—no— 
rather, with noble disregard of your own feelings, try still 
more to please them, and soothe their weary spirits ; so 
you shall reap'tlre reward of well-doing, and the blessing 
of Him who has given yoft the fifth commandment, with a 
promise. ' 

Fathers! proyokc not jpur fjiiildfen to anger, lest they 
be discouraged; the‘tern jifer is ever at hand to lead them 
astray.5i.e harsh reproof, the undeserved blame and 
cold silence, where there should be the kind inquiry or 
the affectionate* welsome, may chill the yo'ung heart, and 
cause reserve where there should be the* fullq^t confidence. 
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• Mothers! where shall the yonng spirit look for the 
saving confidAice of love, if not rto you ? The youthful 
heart craves sympathy—it must have it. If not found at 
home it will seek it elsewhere, and .it may be amid many 
dangers; and then, when your child’s heart shall cease fo 
beat, how will you remember words and looks that bite like 
a serpent, and sting like an adder! Love and kind words 
do wonders. Try the effects in your, home circle, ami tell 
ns the good results. 


“•ilUSBANB’S TE.\.” 

O woman ! self-forgetting womim ! poetry af| human life - 
Neglect ? O libel on a world where half that world is woman 1 ” 

“ Well, I never! Mrs. Morris, why bow' poor the tea 
has got .all at once! Whj', sure enough, it is as bad as 
‘husband’s tea’ now.” This’speech was made by a 
blunt, rcgigh,* rosy-fac^d matron, who was presiding at her 
tea-table, dliil entertaining a friend, who was a gentle, loving, 
and loveable young woinan, that had not long worn a gold 
circlet, and been called “ Mrs. Morris.’’ “ Thank you, 
Mrs. Chubb, my tea is very gootf, and they say strong 
tea is not good, fbr the nerves; but,’’ continued Mrs. 
Morris, “ what can be the' meaning of ‘ husband’s tea ? ’ 
I have often heard the expression, and wondered what it 
could mean—do tell me.” 

“ Why, as to the saying,” re^liitd Mrs. Chubb, “ I am' 
sure I don’t know how it came among ps; but I reckon that 
some wife, who liked hef own dear* self better than atlyb<)dy 
else, used'to drink all'the %tropg tea, and leave water in 
the teapot for her good man.” “Dear me, Mi^Chubb, 
do you think there ever ebuje/ be a wife so ynkinoT Why, 
when my Geojge is later than usual, if I -potir out one 
cup for myself I add half water, feUring it vjpjuld mot be 
good enougl? for *hira. Why, to be sure, I should think 
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every wife wro-uJd give, the Ivest of everything to Jiey 
husband.” Oh, (fear! {drs. Morris'—excuse ray laughing; 
but, bless you, wheu you have been called Mrs. Morris 
twenty years, you will perhaps thiifk differently. Why, I 
know a wife who has a downright good tea, long before her 
husband comes home ; and I have seen him, with my own 
eyes, eating cold potatoes and salt—poor soul!—after¬ 
wards ; and, between you and me and the post, I have 
called him in just as Chubb has been at his supper, as an 
excuse to give the poor man a bit. This is a queer work- 
a-day world of ours, Mrs. Morrjs! there is a deal of 
selfishness in it,'though some, people* do cry up human 
beings as naturally good—kind of half-way angels ; but-1 
have never sec,n the goo(l, perfect souls yet, when there is 
no religion in them to teach them what goodness itself was 
when it lived over among the Jews; and I guess we are, 
most of us, a little matter slow to learn of Him ! ” “ W'cll, 
I should expect <■ that every kind, loving wife would do all 
in her power to make her husband,.comfortable, and give 
him the best tea instead of the worst.” “ Ye^—!-ycs, you 
are right, too, depend upon it, Mrs. Morris. Go on acting 
thus, and keep a<Jiappy, loving Irbine for your husband; 
and he will the more .. likely keep a good roof over your 
head, and not go from home to find kipdness and comfort. 
I always say, as the IfUsbands* earn the money they ought 
to be well attended to. I' began so with my Jack Chubb, 
and I mean to continue the same as long as I walk along 
life by his side." '' 

BECOLLECTIO'NS OF MY MOTHER; OR, 
THOUGHTS FOR G-IIO^'N-ITP DAUGHTERS. 

« <1 •• o 

* , (Oontimed ffom‘paj/e 148.) 

" I MOST noit go on to that day, the most painful to 
recall of all my life. It'was a mild affemoon in October, 
and my mofiber sat in her accustomedi place^ watching the 
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Ipaves of Btftumn as they fell. .1 was walkkig with an 
intimate friend—a gay, tboughtlgss tiring was Fanny- 
pouring into her willing ear my many plans, while she in 
return related hers t(f me. I/ong we talked j and when 
she departed she said, rattier loud, ‘ Be assured your secret 
is safe with me! ’ ‘ It is well,’ I replied ; ‘ for you are the 

only pei^on to whom I would confide it.’ 

“ We parted. I went to my motjier’s room to get a 
book 1 wished. As I entered she said, with a sweet smile, 
‘ What imjiortant thing is that, dear, which must be kept 
so secret?’ ‘Nothing,’ was my answer; but I blushed 
deeply. ‘ And woukl, “ nothing ” cause my daughter to look 
so troubled ? ’ _and she took one of my hands within her 
pale fingers. ‘ Of course I meai^ iTiamma, nothing that 
would interest you.' ‘ Nothing tlmt would interest me / ’ 
she repeated slowly; then added, m^re as if talking to 
herself than to me, ‘The singing of the birds, the 
humming of till? bees, even the falling of the leaves, 
amuse me, bijt ’—she raised her large blue eyes to mine— 
‘ the confi(ipu«t' of n»’ only child, which gives pleasure to 
a stranger, would not interest me! O my daughter! ’ 
She took her baud from^nine, and.rc8,fed her head upon it. 
I resumed my search for the bo»k, /vhen suddenly turning 
to me, she spoke with unusual firmness. ‘ My daughter, 
listen! If it is, as I have heard, ahd that with sorrow, 
that you have given your affectiTms to young Berton, and 
your confidence concerns him, I do not ask^ou for it. 4 ,bnt, 
my child, I beseech you to heat me; Hearken- not to his 
smooth words; he will make yoh miserable! ’ 

“ 1 hurried to leave the room,-saying, ‘ I am qintc old 
enough to. judge for vysfV as,jto a suitable companion, 
therefore your advice is not neecled! ” She arose from her 
chair and stood before me-.-that tall, trembljpg‘j^®'e, with 
all colour gone from her face, and her thin hands clasped 
tightly on her Bosom ; she spoke In i louS, clear vcdce,— 
‘Eleanor, I wjjl not ieseech you—I; jhuj- dymg mother. 
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command you not to -marry that man; arid if you do, 
remember you disobeji my last injunction!’ She sank 
into her chair, and • I flew from the apartment. As I 
hastened through the gaydeii I involuntarily turned towards 
her window, and beheld her there, with her pale face raised 
to heaven, and heard her words—‘ Oh, my Father! pardoji 
me if I have sinned ; and save, 0 save my child .W 

“.Why did I not Return, as I felt inclined to do, and ask 
her forgiveness T My proud spirit urged me on. To 
Fanny I told all. That night I was married to Berton. 
We left the village. I left ray» mother alone with her 
servants; and when, three,dayi after,'! returned to my 

home, and went to her room, I found her-dead! 

There she lay her pale hands folded, her cheeks cold, and 
those lips, which had sb often spoken kindly to me, colour¬ 
less. I stood beside her, and bitterly, so bitterly repented. 
‘ Oh, m.y mother ! ’ I cried, ‘ come back, come and tell me 
you forgive me ? ’ All was still; but it was a silence that 
spoke,—that said, “ thou hast done this! thou hast killed 
thine own mother I ’’ In fearful agftny I prayed—I, who 
for years had not hent my knee to God—prayed for for¬ 
giveness. They'" found me in that room, ill and delirious, 
and feared I should die ; but death was too light a punish¬ 
ment for rny great offence. 

“ My husband live'd but thtee years; of those years my 
mother had predicted rightly. My child died,—it was just 
that I, who had trampled undpr foot a mother’s love, should 
know its strength but to' lose the object of it. But I can 
speak no more of this. 1 cannot calmly recall those years 
of, suffering, yet willingly would I open anew those wounds 
if daughters would take ^Farnihg f?om my life; and bring 
not the grey hairs of their parents in sorrow to the grave; 
then, too, woyild peace rest upon them, and happiness be 
theirs evermore.” 


C. A. C. 
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CAIN AND HIS PUNISHMENT. 

We find this deepfy |ilfecting history upon the very 
threshold of the Scripture narrative ; nor does the sacre’d 
historian vouchsafe to give us any infornintion as to j,be 
iges of the several parties. All that it condescends to tell 
us is, that Cain was the first-born, t!i<it be was a j;iUer of 
the ground, and that Abel was a keeper of sheep. It k 
probable that the generations of man had consioerably 
multiplied, and that these were by no means the first 
offerings the younjJ men had piesented before God. 

■ Cain was the first-born ; the strength of his father, the 
joy of his mother. The name sirnjfly meass acquisition ; 
and, however fondly their hopes mfght have been eiitwined 
around this, their first-born, they v.e»c doomed to bitter 
disappointment; and how sadly was it so in the case of 
David, who nameil his lovely child Absalom, the son of 
his peace^ (iain was ‘the first child born into the world 
under the wq'so; the first that was nourished at the breast 
of his mother ; the first that trod the earth, and beciime 
the hope of his parents; the first no bjigkt their hopes, and 
the first to moisten the earth wlth^he blood of man : for 
he lifted up his hand against Abel his brother, and slow him. 

How soon the seeds of gin ^rang up! how soon they 
eftme to perfection ! Here we find the first-born son of the 
first man, couimittiug the fytlcst deed, uiijlcr the fwilest 
circumstances. How his whole soq^ must have-shaken, as 
he looked upon the streaming blood and mangled' body. 
What a deed had he done! There, in that lone field, /he 
inonster.death took ,hUfirs% victim; began'a carnage which 
was to sweep iucccssiye gtjnerations from the earth, uptil 
the trump of tlio archangel^ shall sound, w|jen all^hat are 
alive shall be changed. ^ . 

It would seem that this vile murSerer invjjed his con¬ 
fiding and un?jispe6t5hg brother to take*a walk in tile open 
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field, and there perhaps they talked about their late offer¬ 
ings ; and whilst Abel,, with the tenderness of a brother’s 
love, strove to direct his mind to the great Mediator, 
Cain became very angry, and his countenance fell, and he 
rose up against Abel his brother, and slew him. Soon 
after this, Cain met his Maker with a ruffled brow, and 
the Lord said unto him :—" Cain, why art thou wroth, 
and _ why is thy countenance fallen ? if thou hadst had 
respect unto the great Mediator, thou shouldest have been 
accepted; but, because thou hast no respect unto Him, 
now sin lieth at thy door.” And the Lord said unto Cain, 
“ "Where is Abel thy brother?” And,he said, “I know 
not. Am 1 my brother’s keeper?” "What a ready lie 
was this ! How sad a proof that he w’as far gone in 
iniquity ; and what a proud and awful insult to the Deity 
Am I my brother’s keeper ?” But it is vain to kick 
against the pricks. Shall mortal man strive with his 
Maker ? And -He said,, “ "What hast thou d6ne ? the 
voice of thy brother’s blood crieth unto me from the 
ground; and now art thou cursed from the eaith, which 
hath opened her mouth to receive thy brother’s blood from 
thy hand. And the I^prd set a niark upon Cain, lest any 
finding him should kil] him.” Probably this mark was a 
consciousness upon Cain’s mind that he should not come 
to his death by violent means; 

Let us be sure our siu Will find us out. There is many 
a sirywhich rankles in the memory, which would grieve 
the soul to h'ave paraded b'efore our friends. Deeds of 
darkness, deeds of solitude. But they are all known to 
our Makir, and With ell their aggravating circumstances, 
too, which it w.ould be di|^cul^'to ipake others understand. 
O come, humble thyself 'before God, confess tliy iniqui¬ 
ties, flflJTlr the blood of sprinfrling ; and for the sake of 
Jesus Christ he will blot but thy transgressions, and 
rOTiember thent no more, but cast them as' a stone into the 
midst »of the sea. ~ M. B. 



THE MOTHEE, «ABBA.TH-^CeOOL TEACnEB, 
AND LITTLE yrlRL; 

OR, A VOICE FROM THE WORK-ROOM.-NO. IT. 

• 

At four o’clock Annie sbu in, with a bright eye and joy¬ 
ful smile. “ Mother, mothey, stop your work! I was 
right; you have made a mistake. Miss ■Stanley does not 
go on Tuesday nest, but the Tuesday after, and you havf 
made a mistake of a week.” “How'do yon, know, 
Annie?” “ Wliy, mother, she gave us our chapter for 
next Sunday, and said, if it pleased God, she would ques¬ 
tion ns on it next Sundl^' morning, and after ’that she was 
going out for someVeeks.’* It was too late, the dress was 
done. 

“ Mrs. Eice wishes to see you, ma’aml” said Miss 
Staole 3 ’’s maid, on the following morning. “ Oh! poor 
woman, to say she cannot do my dres^; well, it cavwot be 
helped, .Good moruiag, Mrs. Bice.” “I have brought 
your dress, ma’am.” “ You cannot do it; well, never 
mind.” It*is done, ma’am.” Miss Stanley gazed at hqr 
pale-tworn tSoe very earnestly for some moments; then the 
truth flashed into her migd, and solemnly, jet withiS quiver¬ 
ing,lip, she said,-^“Theu j/ou musl iavt worked yesterdity.” 
The tone, more than the words, went?to the woman’s heart. 
“ I dW, ma’am,” safd she, sqhhing latterly ; “you said it 
must came to-day.” “ Oh ! no,^o ; next week I meant^ 
next Monday. How could you think I wished you to 
break Uie Sabbath ?” “ Y«u said on ^Ipnday, raiPam, 

and I did not like to offehd yoq,” • “ I was verj wrong,” 
said the lady, “-t* speak so carelessly ;,but I thqnght you 
had known me suflicienflv well to’ understand, that ’ou «o 
account would I iuduce*you to tjAnsgress God’s comrpaud- 
meuts; iny poor frieud. I»am very sorry.” little 

girl said she was ^ure there’ was a mistake, fcr you taught 
her so different.” "The Lord/or^ive ps both,” said 
Miss Stanley, solemnly; “ and will you promif^p me ^ever 
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to do such a thing again, however tempted ? I, on my 
part, will promise you io be for the futnrf doubly careful 
in giving my orders, to you, and to others.” “ Indeed, 
ma’am, I never will commit suclf a sin again, by God’s 
help, for I never was 'so 'uuhappjr in all my life. I knew I 
was doing wrong, and I had not courage to do right.” 

’ Female friends ! whether the employers or the employed, 
learn, we .besee,ch you, a lesson from our sketch of real 
Jife. Sunday-school teachers! may we point out to you 
the valuable hint given in little Annie’s testimony to her 
instructress-;—” Mother, she alwa^ys does herself what she 
teaches us to uu/” One, of the,Stanley F-imilv. 


hints on te.tCiiing filial obedience. 

Some sav that a' stern maintenance of parental authority 
is host, demanding perfect obedience, without any attempt 
to convince the child of the projjricty or kindnc.vs of the 
reqnisitioi).s, and without any manifestations, of' syinpnthy 
for the pains and difficulties which are to be' met. Under 
such discipliiiij children gi’ow yij) to fear their parents 
rather than to love'an^ trust them, while some of the most 
valuable principles of character are chilled, or for ever 
blasted. In shunning this danger, ethers pass to the 
opposite extreme. Notking is exacted without the implied 
concession tliat the child is to be a judge of the projmiety 
of tEe requisiiiau. Thi,s sj^stem produces a most perni¬ 
cious, influence ; childret soon perceive the position thus 
allowed to them, i:nd take every advantage of it. 

‘ The medium course is, for the parent to take the attri- 
bute of a superior who has a perfect tight jlo coiltrol every 
actioi^.riklhe child, and that, fpo, without giving the reasor 
for the requisition. “ Obey, because your parent com¬ 
mands,” is 'a tuffic^enb reason. But care should be takei 
to convinae the <thild that the parei\t js conducting a coursi 
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of discipline designed to make him^ happy; and in forming 
habits of impljeit obedience, self-denial^ or benevolence, 
the child should have the reasons of most requisitions 
kindly stated —not as ft riuht, but as an act of kindness 
from the parent. . 

It is impossible to govern children properlv, especiallj 
those of a strong and sensitive feeling, ufthout a constant 
effort to appreciate the value uhieh they attach to their 
enjoyments and pursuits. 

Next to the want of government, the two most painful 
sources of evil to children are —unst eadiaess ofyoevrnment, 
and over-iadulysncf.^ Mo|t of the cases in which the 
children of sensible and conscienlious jrarents turn out 
badly, result from one or the other .of these causes. In 
cases of unsteady government, eitjier one Jxu ent .is veiy 
strict and severe, and the other c.vtcssivcly indulgent, or 
else the jiareuts are sometimes very strict and decided, and 
at other times allevv disolicdicncj to go iinpiinishcd. In 
such cases children, njver knowing e.xactly when they can 
escape with impunity, are constantly tempted to make the 
trial. Some*pcrsons, in shunning this evil, go to the other 
extreme, and arc very pwtinacious jn rega^il to every requi¬ 
sition. With these, penalties iijboumi, until the children 
are hardened into indifference of feeling, or else become 
excessively irritable or misaidhrojiic. • 

.It demands great wisdom aftd self-control to escape 
these extremes. In arriving at tliis, parents have found 
the following maxims of grAt value:—Avbid, as much as 
possible, tile mulUplicatiou of rules ifnd absolute cemmands; 
and sometirfies’take the.attitude ,of advisers. IThere are 
cases whep distinct commands are ncedfyl, and in sdeh 
cases a penalty for'disobedienoe should be as steady and 
true us the law of Natore. * 

Another maxim,' and pefliaps the most* difficult, is-— 
Do not govern hy the aid of severe jnd ffligry tones. In 
some families the most efficient gov-ernment xb sujstained 
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without the use of aa angry tone; an4 in other? less efficient, 
discipline is kept up by severe rebukes and angry remon¬ 
strances. In the first tase, the children foftow the example 
set them, and seldom use severe tones to each other; in 
the latter case, words and angfy tones generally reswind 
from morning to night. 

■ Another importaid maxim is—Try to keep children itf a 
happy state of mind. Every one knows it is easier to sub¬ 
mit’to, rules when cheerful and happy, than when irritated. 
This is peculiarly true of children^ and a wise mother, 
when she finds her child impatient and frctfrd, and doing 
wrong, will often remedy the whole bj’' telling some story, 
<or engaging the child’s mind !n some sport. This shows 
the importance of learning to govern children without the 
aid of angry tones, whufh always produce irritation. 


A LESSON ON PJlAYEll.^ 

A LITTLE boy, who was just learning to talE, sat on his 
mother’s knee. She said to hin\- “ Are you not a happy 
little boy, to have a'kiiid mamma to wash you, and dress 
you, and walk with ydn, and love you? I once knew five 
little children who hpd no father and no mother.”' The 
child pondered an instant, and then said, “ And what did 
they do, mamma? Did they pray to God to give them a 
aeWpapa and jn%mma ?”^ The mother was rather at a loss 
bow to answer her little l^iy, but she was reminded of a 
lesson which the child seemed tp understand .more practi¬ 
cally 'than she did herself—that God is a hearer of prayer } 
that the objcct'of prayer*]? td receive—what “ ye ask in 
prayerJjgljeving, ye shall receive.’.’- We cannot too early 
teach our chiUiren that God is tlie source of every blessing, 
and we should, let them see that it is a practical thing 
with burseh'es. E. G. 



A WORD ABOUT POLITENESS. 

BY A QENTtrMAN’s PEI». 

■^HY not bo polite ? Hflw muoH Joe* it cost to say “ I, 
thank you ?” Why not practise it at home ? If a stranger 
does you some little act of courtesy, how sWeet the smilitfg 
acknowledgment! If your wife, or your husband, ali! “it’s’ 
a matter of course—no need of thauks.'* If a stranger by 
accident does your dress an injury, you exclaim, “ Never 
mind! do not think of it! I do not care!” But if a dealt 
one at home does the mischief, frowns are ^eu. Little 
things tell mightily upon Ac heart. Are gentlemen the 
same at home ‘and abroad ? Let us see. A gentleman 
stops at a friend’s house, and findk it in coftfnsion. He 
does not sec anything to apologize for. Oh no! he “ never 
thinks of such matters;’’ everything is all right; cold 
rooms, cold supjicj-, crying cliildrcn, “ perfectly comfort¬ 
able.” He goes home, where the wife has been taking 
care of the children, who are sieli, and is half dead with 
fatigue, but 'iJtere he “ does not see wliy things cannot be 
kept in better order; thc’-.e never wera sad> cross ohildrert 
befare.” No ajiologies accepted at khne. Why not be 
polite at home ? Why not use freely that golden ooiit of 
conrtefky ? How sweet they sound, thorn little words, “ I 
thank you;” or, “yon are veiy kind.” Yes, doubly 
sweet horn the lips wo love, when heart-smiles make the 
eye spitrkle with the dear lig^ of .affcctioa. ’ Be polite to 
your children. Do you e.xpcct tfeenyro be mindfiil of your 
welfare ? to grow glad at your appyoael ? to boimd away 
to do your pleasure before the request is half spokeii ? 
Then with all your dignky arid ti’Ahority mingle politeness; 
give itauiehb ill yOUr. hoifeehold temple; only-Ih'^n will 
you have learnt the* secret of sending out iilto the worid 
really “ finished’*’ gentlemen and Irdies. What we a&^ we 
say unto all, Bi; Polite. ■' 
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HO'^ TO BE HAPPY. 

First, try your best to make others happy. “ I never 
was happy,” said ascertain king,* “till I began to take 
pleasure in the welfare of my people; but ever since then, 
in the darkest day, I have had sunshine in my heart.” 
Secondly, “ Be content with little.” There are many good 
reasons for this rule. We deserve but little, we require 
but little, and “better is little with the fear of God than 
great treasures, and trouble therewith.” Two men were 
determined to be rich, but they^set abont it in different 
ways; for the one strove to raise his moans to his 
desires, while the other did his best to bring down his 
desires to his.means. T|ie result was, the one who coveted 
much Was always repining, while Jie who desired but little 
was always contented. Thirdh% “ Look on the sunny side 
of things.” 

“ Look up with hopeful eyes; 

Tliongh alLthings seem forlorn : 

The sun that sets to-iiiglit will rise 
Again to-morrow mom.” ' 

The skipping lajnb, the singing Iprk, and the leaping fish, 
tell us that happin()k3 is not confined to one place; God 
in His goodness has spread it abroad on the earth, in the 
air, and in the. waters. Two aged wsmen lived ih the 
same cottage; one was flways fearing a storm, and the 
other was always looking for sunshine. Hardly need I say 
which it was who wore a, forWdding frown, or which it was 
whose face was Hghte(Fup.with joy. 


NOTIQp.S QF B^JOKS. 


* * • 

Bethany s or , Christ in the Family.^ London: Hamilton and Co. 

A ye rycliekp^ trathftti, and uaefnHittle work. 

" The Deluge ; ^ “ The Bxoie; ’’—Not. VT. and Vll. qf BibUeal 
lAteraiure. ‘Londpn: freeman. 

A||i intereating per|pdioBl. 
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THE GLEANERS. . 

“ Oh, mn—-run, and see the glelners; there they are, all 
waiting till eight o’clooA, when the sheaf is always taken 
out of the field, that they*inay all' vUsh in and gather thg 
scattered ears of the precious wheat. Oh, do look, Ma, 
how selfish that woman is in the blue apron; she ought 
not, according to the rules, to go into the field before the 
others; but she makes believe she is*sittfng down.td rest 
in the middle of the field, and she is gathering all the time, 
and she knows it is not fair. I hate selfish people—that 
I do.” “ Take care, my boy,” said Mra. Hayward, “that 
you never do the' thing you ’now hate. I hope my son 
will never be s'elfish.” 

Ah, there they all go in; old^women and maidens— 
grey-haired men and hoys—and the young mothers with 
their babies. There is the basket-m%dle, with the babe 
in it, screaming, at the top of its voife, while a tiny 
creature, not much larger than itself, is rocking the wits 
out of it. Poor baby! Maybe you are alarmed at the 
sight of th'h'tall green bough waving fearfully for ever over 
your young head—wondering what on earth it can mean, 
that dark moving thing between Saba's face and the clear 
blue sky. Cry on, poor little mout’ner! thy mother is too 
busy gathering bread for tbec and ^e rest, to heed thee 
now!. She will give thee an ^ditional hug, by-and-by, 
when the gleaning is over. 

Oh ! how anxious they ail s^em for thei bread that will < 
not last; but who ever saw sisch « group wailing^ at the 
gate of the King’s “house,” where /he bread of life is 
given for the asking? indeed, the old people*w«uld 
say—“1 am,too old,*to gath^ it!,” the young .would 
exclaim—“ Time enough‘yet 1 ” and the y^fjg,modter 
would tell us slie* is “ obliged to stay at fliome to nurse- 
baby 1 ” Ah k so it is! Yet tberc^ is » p'iace where a 
much larger groug will meet one day^ young an^ oldi-- 

voi,. vn. 
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rich and poor—feeble age and'^abyhood^—the gay and the 
grave—all must , stand* together before the Lord of the 
harvest, net indeed to glean—for the gleaning time will be 
over—but to behold another kind ^f “reapers” separating 
between the tares and the wheat—the one to be burned in 
the quenchless fire, and the other to be gathered into the 
gi;anary of tlie King of kings! 

Mother! as you gleaned in the fields, did you ever think 
of this^? And did your heart go up in gratitude to Him 
who sent the rich showers and the beautiful sunshine to 
mature the precious grain ? We heard you say, “ What 
fine great heavy ears ” you were gathering, and that the 
“potatoes at home were like a ball'Of flour,” and that 
" the oats and barley fields were loaded, the like yon had 
never seen.” , Did you think of the Great Giver of all this, 
good mother? Did you gather your little ones around 
yon, before the hucband and father came home from his 
late reaping, to thank the Lord of the harvest ?, Ah, we 
have hW grumbling days enough, do let us hear of some 
thanksgiving days now. And, mother, allow us to express 
a hope that yon may never have to exclaim, in the bitter¬ 
ness of despair, when the reaj)ing and gleaning times are 
o\er—“The hafvest is*past, the summer is ended, but I 
am not saved! ” You will have to blame none but your¬ 
self. 


THE DYING YOUNG MOTHER. 

The following death bed.conversation was detailed by the 

mother of the departed one:—“ Mother,” said Mrs. H-, 

as she drew near her end, “ I once thought 1 could be a 
Chiistian at any time easily ; but whicn God took my little 
boy from..m£, I knew He did it to spbdue the pride of my 
heart, and brivg me to the foot of the-ctoss. Satan has 
ifegfen^^rmitted to tempt me, but the Saviour has always 
d^jifdred me from^lns snares.” “ I was absent from her 
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one day,” said her mother; “ when I returned, she looked 
at me with such a heavenly expression, and exclaimed— 
‘Mother! I thought just now f was dj'ing! I weni 
to the foot of the crifcs, with my burden of sins and 
sorrows, and left them the?e. Now all is peace—I am not 
afraid to die! ’ Her father coming in, she topk his hand 
in hers, and said, ‘ My dear father, if I have prayed for 
one thing more than another, it has been for your salvsJ 
tion; but God doubtless saw that my death—which will, 
I know, be one of the greatest trials you have ever met 
with—is necessary to save you; and although I love my 
parents, my husband; and jpy children dearly as any one 
ever did, and have everything In this world I could wish 
for, yet I am willing to die. Here, Lord, take me! ’ 
Her sister coming in, she said to har—‘ My dear Caroline, 
you see what a solemn thing it is to die. "What an awful 
thing it must be for those who have no God! Dear 
sister! Idhrn to Io*e the Saviour; Jearn to pray j do not be 
too much taken up with the world —it will disappoint 
you! ’ ” * ^ 

After saying something to each one present, turning to her 
mother, she said, " My dear mother, I thank you for your 
kind care of me, for keeping me from places of dissipation. 
I thought once you ^erc too strict, but now I bless you for 
it! I shall not "be permitted to smooth your dying 
pillow; but I shall be ready to meet you when yon land 
on the shores of Canaan. Dear mother, come soon! ” 
To her husband, she then sai(f—“.Dear hasWand,. yon were 
the loadstone that held me longest t5 the earth, but I have 
been enahjed to" give yoy up at last. ♦ I trust you jre a 
Christian, pnd we shall meat in heaven. Tpke care of ohr 
children,'and bring them up for Christ. Keep them from 
the world.” She thenr prayed for them, and «ifte» lying 
still for some time*, she said—“ Mother, I ftiought 1 was 
going just now, hnd I tried to put nip jne jfray er more for 
my husband, childrsn^ and friends, but ^ookin^up yith a 
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aml^, «<mld you belieye it? Jl could not rmember tlxir 
Mates! And l^uit.said, ‘Het« they luv. Lord; *a)l» 

them, and make them ^at thou woaMst have them to be, 
and bring them to thy kingdom dt last 1 ’ ” When nhe 
was almost cold, «nd' her tongile stiffened, she motioned 
to her mother to put her head near her. Her mother 
said, “My dear child, it seems to distress you to talk 5 do 
not try.” The dying saint replied, “ Oh, mother, let me 
leave you all the comfort I can ; it is you who must still 
suffer—my sufferings are just over. I am passing over 
Jordan, but the waves do not touch me. My Saviour is 
with me, and keeps them off. ^ Never.be afraid to go to 
Him. Farewell—farewell and now, Lord Jesus, come-r- 
come quickly! My eyes are fixed on the Saviour, and all 
is peace. me rejoice—let me rejoice! ” 

And so this dear young mother died. Her joy began 
on earth, but she now joins-the blessed, blessed family in 
the heavenly htme, and,with them sings the everlasting 
song. Mother! young mother! .would yon die thus? 
Would you like to be enabled to say a last farewdll to your 
dear ones with a cheerful heart and a smiling face? Ah, 

then, go to Jesus now We would say, in the words of 
the dying young njothcr-r” Never be afraid to go to Him.” 
He is willing and waiting to bless yoq—hasten to receive 
that blessing. ■ 


MikTERNA'^i ASSOCIATIONS. 

“The starting-post) is definite and fixed; but-what the goal of 
oroer'ation ? ” 

We promised our. frienS, wli’o is tlisfcouraged in her work 
mong mot'iers, to give her i, few thoughts this month. 

remihded by her letter of a phper we gave, a few 
%li^.since,=4o anotljer Magazine, beaded “’The Mission of 
vwqughtr,” with the signature of “ C. M.” Perhaps 
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the iHll tccomptny he over * t^ortiott of It j tjhwtt 

b»Hmd others of our friends in their benevolent e®irhi 4« 

* • 

trying to be osefbl to the mothers of ottt'xsountt^. ' '' 
©id you ever stand 4ith a group of tliiMren by the Side 
af>the ocean, and mark tliem as they gathered the pebbles 
irfiich line ks shore, and hurled them one by .one beneatlt 
Sb surface? Did you observe each little stone, hovc’lt 
formed a vortex where it fell?*and horrthe waters coni 
timied to whirl around—one ring succeeding another, and 
again another and another—till the whole series of these 
eddying movements wasjost in the wide waste of waters ? 
And did it strike, you tljpt this was an emblem of the 
work ’of a thoooht or of an influence thrown from 
^one human spirit on another mind^ that that thought 
may there generate other thoughts, that will bear.in the 
part that being has to play in the world’s histofry; 
that these again may awaken kindred thoughts, and 
prompt to accompanying actioris, as other beings come 
within the circle of Ih^ir influence ; and that these, in like 
manner, Ihay still carry on the train of influences to yet 
other beings,* and still others, till the whole series termi¬ 
nates in that great unknown—beyofld the limits of time, 
or it may be, still stretch far ijito that vast, unseen gulf, 
yet carrying on a mighty mission, generating other thoughts 
and other influoifces, a continued series* of never-ending 
duration, all the product of this hrst germinating thought? 

Did you think of the many collateral thoughts and 
movements and influences thlit nwy be devfloped from the ’ 
power of this first thought? How*an impulse, which has , 
sprung from its'action, njay generate oSher influance^. Shat , 
will again lie carried on in»o/Ae^ series of .perpetual dtfra- 
tion, mo'difieddiy association with other influences, or by 
the soil-on which theyopefate, or by the actiowof outward 
events ? Did you’carry on \he idea, and tlftnk how these” 
series of thougRts and influences? w^Jh the corresponding 
<ievelopment of ouSu^rd action, woulch exert % pqper qb 
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oppotitiff influences, and tena lo counteract, or modify, or 
change them; st> that at length, by the combined form 
or continued agency dF the former, these last may be 
accessary in forwarding the mission of that first primary 
thought, while the character of®the whole would be ^in 
modified by certain characteristics which these accessary 
influences may retain of their former tendency ? ’ 

Now, only imagine thiS mighty force still thus increasing 
mdeBmtely, stifl mnltiplying according to its increased 
ratio, and enlisting collateral and opposing influences, what 
a mighty thing it will be for HARMfor for good, throughout 
our world’s history! Imagine it successful, how it will 
carry all before it with a great sweeping energy; or view 
it crushed, how the ^Various ingredients will rise up from 
the chgotic mass, and pemented, it may be, only the more 
strongly, will become again 'firm and mighty, to hurl before 
it all opposing principles. Or, imagine it overpowered, by 
counteracting influences, how the mass oi accumulated im¬ 
pulses, all traceable to that first thought, will still exist, and 
float about and modify other influences; and, perhaps, under¬ 
mine,and at length prove victorious over all residing agencies. 

Let all who Ijave ♦the forming ..of other minds, or have 
influence over young immortals, look well to the thoughts 
they cherish ; for their thonghts have an outward bearing, 
and their effect, may be devvloped with a mighty power 
throughout an endless existence. They may place the first 
link in a chain that will encircle eternal ages. They may 
give the first touch to a serie'., of impulses that will extend 
throughout futurity, te’ding on the destiny of millions of ever- 
exiatiiig intelligences, with a power that shall occupy their 
own wondering gaze, and add joy or horror to their lot, in a 
measure that can only be'l-.nown wBen the great mysteries 
of thaji vasj, future shall become matter, of personal ex- 
•perience and actual consciousness. fc 

Let ns then woyk on in our Matental Associations. 
Suppose only one fnother is led to return by them to attend 
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to her tnsternal duties. Behold her in her momentous 
work. Her little giddy group—ill-trained before—now bow 
with her before the God of hearenyand by her precept and 
example they becomes truthful, honest, prayerful. She 
sends them forth into the*world; when old and grey, they 
will remember a mother’s tender piety, and the recollection 
of her prayers shall arrest the strongMnan’in his sin; 
children’s children shall, through this one mother’s efforts, 
learn to serve the Lord; and if you caft tell wlvpre the 
movetwent of the waters will end, set in motion by the 
stone thrown into the ocean by the little child, then will we 
tell you where the inilheiice of that ope thought on a 
mother’s responsibility, received at that Maternal Meeting, 
shall end. Bift eternity must tell the tale. As we said 

before, so we now reiterate— “sorwardI’I must be our 

• • • 

watchword, till the command comes to pass over Jordap. 

FATHERS AND MOTHERS, ACT IN UNISON. 

How jmprftsible it fs for children to be trained aright, 
when pareSits do not act conjointly, or contradict each 
other’s commands, thereby rendering it impossible for 
children to obey both. For instam;e,>a mother says to her 
little girl —“ Martha, I wish you to do such a thing 
directly.” The qjhfd has a foolishly indulgent father, who, 
she knows, has often yielded tocher wishes before, and let 
her have her own way, even though in opposition to her 
•mother ; she goes to him au<l sa^s, “ Fathgr, I do not like, 
to do so and so (what her motl^jer has just told her to do) 
—I need npt do it, need 1!” Perhaps the answer will be, 
“No, my dear; it is oCno impo’rtance, you may Ibai^ it* 
alone.” . Where, aftei-aa fe* snA instances as that, is the 
mother’s influence ovpr that child ? It is irrecoverably 
lost, and wht^s to blame but the father ? fhe chiffi grow^ 
op despising its mother’s authority, an^ spoiled by an 
indulgent father. 
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Again, perhaps a son has acfed disohedieotlj; the&ther 
sees it right to . inflict'some punishment upon his child; 
before that punishment has expired (perhaps it might be 
some kind of confinement for a cer^in length of time), the 
father maj be called away; thm mother releases the hoy, 
fondles over him, and says, It was too bad ; you did imt 
deserve to be used so.” That child may dread his father, 
but the mother is not teaching him to love and honour him, 
and sh^ is makitjg a red for herself. That boy will grow 
up to be a source of trouble to her; he will not respect her, 
hut will laugh her authority to scorn, and most likely quit 
the parental roof and all restraint ht the first opportunity. 

I am well acquainted with' two instances where the 
parents have acted just like this. A little girl commenced 
attending an (nfaut class in a Sunday school; the first few 
times she was very regular, but gradually her attendance 
became less and less constant. The teacher called to talk to 
the mother about it—various trifling reasons liad previously 
been assigned—but now the mother at length said, “Ma’am, 
I must candidly confess I have given up tryiug, to make 
her come ; for sunietimes, when 1 have posiiit eiy said she 
should come, she lias gone and as^ed her father to let her 
stay, and though lie has beard wliat I have just said, still 
he gives way, and says, ‘ I'es, you may stay.’ He always 
yields to her wishes.” The pyoor woman appeared to feel 
it a great trial, as she said she had nearly lost all authority 
over her child in consequence of its tatlier’s indulgence. 
The child was (h®P fo'ti' Ji^ars old. 


TROUBLE! WELL. WHAT IS IT? 

“I EN.,'w,” *says a chvbby,'’rouid-faccd boy. Let us 
listen ■ for a moment to lii.s innocent prattle; his heart 
seems full; 'I ^a're say we shall have a tale ^ woe.' Now, 
““what is it, my little man? “Naughty bp* pushed me 
down, and ran away vritli my marbles.” 
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1; Let OS Hear anothw, who is anxious to give his testi- 
Bjony, being guite sure he knows what trouble is. Well, 
now, tell us what is the cause If sorrow to thy frank 
heart ? “ Oh! the mftster is so cross, and the lessons ao 
hard—I have so much t(f learn, and’so little time to play.!’ 
Another stage, and we have one equally anxious to Come 
forward and bear his testimony to the troubles of Kfe. 
Well, what can you have to say ? you have escaped from 
all the hard lessons and the troubles of’schooll-^'^That 
is triW, indeed; but I have Wopen and sweep the shop^— 
to stand behind the counter all day, and then go to bed, so 
tired, and my bones so ache, that 1 cannot sleep; besides, 
ipaster thinks I c’an never db enough, and 1 am bound 
apprentice for'seven, years—O! when will it be over!” 

Let us hear another witness, trflye forward and .anxious 
than bis fellows; there is a firmness in his manner, a de> 
cision in his look, which seems to say—“ I am the man 
to give* an answter to your question, hcpr me!”—Well, 
what have you to say ? surely, you must be a happy man, 
for you have’escaped from the toils and troubles of your 
apprenticesHip; the seven long years have pastel away; 
no shutters to take down on a frosty mqriiing; no sleep¬ 
less nights, from excess of toil^; no ‘master to scold and 
grumble—what cau be the matter with you ? " All you 

havl said may b» true ; but; I havedearued to count little 
of such things, in comparison Avith what 1 voto endure. 
The cares and responsibilities of business press heavily 
upon me; lam often driven»almpst to desperation, to know" 
where to provide money for thomeh’s wages on a tfjturday 
night—dishonoured bills distress me| beyond rfiieasure— 
promises of payment froiji customers again and agato— 
great ctmtracta to fulill—men Areatgning to strike.for-an 
increase of wages—this IJicall trouble.” . 

Well, ce^uly,*it lookb‘a great deal lil^ it; but her9>* 
is another man*wishes to speak. • “I have Heard all ihfd; 
the ^tlemen why preceded me htueasaid, flud b|pr 



190 FATHER IS OONE TO-THIS WAR, SIB. 

unfljtjching testimony to tbc truth of every word, for I also 
have passed thro&gh it; but they know nothing of the 
cares and vexations of'a family; they have no wife to 
scold and meddle—no children to erf and scream, breaking 
his night’s rest, and driving sleejp from his weary eyelids 
—none to clothe—none to educate—my only comfort is, 
that they are growing up, and will soon be off my hands.’” 
Well, here is a man who can speak to that. “ Yes, I 
have heard a good d'eal about trouble in my day ; and I 
believe I am able to say something about the subjecf,”from 
long and deep experience. I am well and intimately 
acquainted with, all that has been said, jjud know it to be 
true; but I have drunk deeper of the cup than they all, 
and must say, I never knew trouble till my children grew 
up, and, by their ungratpful conduct, blighted all my hopes 
and. withered all my joys. Some are miserable—some 
, wicked—some a wreck in fortune—and O, some a wreck 
in mind. Old ege is emphatically the time of trouble; 
then the spirits flag—flesh and heart fail—every load 
seems heavier than formerly—the clouds return afWr the 
rain—this, this is, indeed, trouble. I hard’ 'had large 
experience of my own ignorance avd mistakes, but in God 
is all my trust; every situation has its own peculiar trials, 
for ‘ man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly upward.’ 
Learn, therefore, to bear meeWy the burden that is laid 
upon you, remembering thf promise, ‘As thy day, so shall 
thy strength be.’ ” 

.A Pbiend of the Mothers. 

‘•‘Father is gone to. this war, sir.” 

* . ‘ ■ ■ . 

“ Father is gone to this “war. Sir.”—^Thus* spake a little 

girl, as she eute^ed the shop to purchase ha^an-onnee of 
tea, and burstirig into tears continued, ‘‘Yeifnr, he went 
off thig morning'at a quarter to six o’clock;' and whatever 
mether"will do*vrlth us four children, I^don’t know.” 
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I endeaToured to console tbe child, whom I though^ as 1 
compared her to Bacbel, “ would not be comforted; ” when, 
to my great surprise, the child exclaimed, with a beam of 
joy on her countenantft, “ But we all knelt down, and 
father prayed that God wbuld protect him and bless ns; 
and then, oh, how he prayed that we might all meet 
again; but poor mother, how she did cry, and that made 
us cry, too.” I was much interested with the dear little 
child, who, although evidently very pobr, was; ncvei^heless, 
very cl?an. I then asked, if her father and mother were 
inclined to piety, when T was delighted to find her reply in 
the affirmative. ^ 

. Oh! ye fathers and motTiersJ these dear little ones were 
doubtless being “trained up in the way they should go.” 
Now let me ask, with all afiectioft^ how are,you training 
yours ? See what a comforting influence religion had over 
this family, especially at this parting ftfrcwell. AVell, dear 
friends, you may not be called to separate this manner; 
but I beseech you all ^to remember that a parting moment 
will surely come, when you will have to render in your 
account. gflffer me to ask. Have you sought mercy of 
God through Christ ? and have you endetyroured that your 
youthful charge should experience th% same blessedness? 
If so, you and they, whenever cSlled to separate, will 
rejoice together in the delightful anticipation of meeting 
epch other again, in yonder brigl^^ and happy world, where 
bidding farewell will be unknown, and you shall be 
“ Far from a world*of ^ief and*8iir. 

With God eternally shut ift.” ’ H,. B. 


OLD :*fOMEN!i-No. IV? 

The pedestriaiQ beside tjje hedge-rows apd ^oodj^ copse.s 
of the beautiial ^Strict where my old womdh dwelt, woul4,., 
scarcely have fmled to remark an aged female, whose spare 
form and quick steps^indicated, that ^gugh age had dim- 
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med the lustre of the eye, it had bo power to quench the 
energy of her spirit. Ifoa would see her mostly intent on 
gathering sticks. . . .She was but the inmate of an 
almshouse; but an exemption from some of the frequent 
maladies of advanced'life, rendeted her a wonderfully useful 
character in the locality in which she resided. She was, in 
fact, to all intents and purposes, the parson of the noigS- 
bourhood. Sight, hearing, and verbal memory, were three 
talents., she emftloytd for the good of her neighbours. 
Trudging off to church, whatever the state of the weather, 
she would carefully treasure up the text and the heads of 
the discourse. 

On the Sabbath evenings the maimed, halt, and sick, 
whose infirmities precluded their attendance on public 
worship, assembled together to hear “ Neighbour W. 
and ably, in her own simple language, and with united 
reference to their' Bibles, did the old lady retrace the 
sermons of the ,days, feeding her hearers, we dOubt not, 
with the sincere milk of the word. We believe she still 
pursues these labours of love; and, in bringing tbis'tbaracter 
before my readers, 1 had especially in view the urging of a 
similar course upon those who, young or old, being able to 
attend the public worship of God, are residing amongst 
those who are unable to do so, and who, without cost, 
might thus clieec the Jieart of >many a lonely and sorrowful 
disciple. Memory strengthens by exercise, like every other 
power, and you would reap incalculable benefit yourselves 
from cultivating a habit of arranging all you hear so as to 
reproduce it; indeed, every one accustomed to teaching is 
aware that wc are never really acquainted with a subject 
till-we can repeat it or write it in our own words. It might 
be we]l first to eertVe the heads' of C^’efy sermon or lecture 
you attend i^^the, mind will soon grow accustomed to grasp 
the discourse, \tnd retain it, scihat writing wib be needless. 
Practice makes peifeot, and you must not'’be discouraged 

by repeated, failur^., FaLtca. 

( 1 . 




THE KEGEECTEb CHIED. 


I KKVKU was a favourite. 

My mother never smiled 
On me w'ith liaft' the tenderness 
That blessed her fairer child. 

I've seen her kiss niy sister’s cheek, 
While fondled on her knee; 

I’ve turned, away to hide tears, 

There was no kiss for me. 

• 

And yet I strove to please, with all 
My' little store of sense ; 

I strovef.to please—apd infancy • 

Can rarely' give offence. 

But when my artless effirtamet 
A cold, ungentle checR, 

I did not dare to throw myself 
In tears upon her neck. * 

I’m sttre I was affectionate— 

But in my si.ster’s face 
Tfiero seemed u look that claimed 
' • A smile, or an embrace ! 

But when I niised niy lip to meet 
The pressure children ]*riz$, * 

None knew the feeliriga tij^my beart- 
They ^)oke not in my eyes. 

• ? • • 

But oh ! nij' heart too keenly felt 

'J'he anguish of neglect— 

I savi' iny sister’s lovely form 
With gems and Posessdecked^ 

I did not covet them-*-bu1 oft, 

. When wantonly reproved,^ 

I envied her tfie privilege 

Of beuig»io beiovedt 

• • • 

But soon a'timejbf triumph cansc^>— 
A time of sorrow, too— 

For sickness, o’er my sisjer’s fora^ 
Its venomed maatle thretf; 
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The features, once so beautiful, 

Now.wore the hue of death, 

And former friends shrank fearfully* 

Froi^ her infectious breath. 

’Twas then,'Unwearied, Vay and night,. 

I -watched beside her bed, 

Abd fearlessly upon my breast 
I pillowed her poor Lead. 

She Used—sbe loved me for my care— 

My grief was at an end ; 

I was a lonely being onfee. 

But now I have a friend! T. H. B. 


A D.^Y WITH THJJ COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE.—No. III. 

LIGHTING THE FIRE. 

The cottage-mother having, we take it for granted, com¬ 
mitted herself to God in prayer, hastens down «tairs (o 
light her fire. She strikes a match; at first, th^re is but a 
spark of flame, l^ut she places it amidst the dry wood or 
straw, and how soon'-a 'blaze is kindled ! As stick after 
stick catches fire, does the not remember the words of St. 
James—“Behold, how great annatter a little fire kindlbth ; 
and the tongue is a fire—a worid of iniquity.” How many 
a quarrel has begun, as the little spark of the match, with n 
• oingle angr 5 ' wosd! An anjgry enswer has been given, hasty 
speeches have followed»in quick succession,'one neighbour 
after another has be^n drawn into the dispute,, till it has 
bcceme a raging flame, difficult tq quench. If such thoughts 
come into the mind of the bptta^e-yfffe while ghe lights her 
fire, wilj she ^ot offer up a silent {jrayer that her owii words 
»that day may ifet be firebrands, - but that sjie may rather 
have grace to' give the “.soft answer that ‘ turncth away 
wrath.?* 
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SWEXnNO THB SOVSK. 

The neat cottage-mother sweeps her hdhse; she delights 
to make it comfortable for her husband and children. 
While she is thus eAployed, she may* recall a solemn 
parable of oar Lord, whicfi speaks of our hearts as a house 
that must be prepared—read it in Luke xi. 25. It is sweet 
to prepare a house for beloved guests; but what Christiau 
would bear to think of sweeping and garnishing her heart as 
a house for Satan ? Yet, if it is em|bty-^ifY!hrist b% not 
there—if only outside sins are swept away—if it is decked 
and trimmed with self-righteousness and pride,—it is the 
very heart in whicjf Satan will delight, .‘“T&e evil spirit 
takes to him seven'other spiriti more wicicedthan himself; 
they dwell there, and the laststate of that heart is worse 
than the first.” 

gCRIPTUEE CHARACTERS,—No. IV. 

A.B10A.1I. THE CiKMEUTESS. 

• • 

The rich promise of an eastern spring laughed on the 
plains, an^ flayed over the hills of Judea. Verdure and 
beauty were on the pastures of Carmel, i^ which roved the 
fiocks and herds of the wealthy^but dhurlish Nabal. The 
time of sheep-shearing was come, and already the farmer 
could and did r^kon on t^e increase to his goods from 
the heavy fleeces which were passing through the hands of 
his men. Hard by—wanderers without a home, hiding in 
■ the wilderness from the malice flf king.Sa«l—was a smalK 
bend of armed men, with David, *the anointed ^successor 
to the throne,‘at their bead. Conscious of t))e aid and 
protection be and his follawers bad willingly given daring 
the winter to. the h'erif^men oft^aba], David despatched a 
few of his young then fo ask for a sappl;|’ of ^od, of 
which they stood greatly itf need, gently rfminding Nabal 
of past service* to his servants and property.’ But neither 
reverence to Davi4 nor gratitude for.hfs protection? fauud 
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a place in the breast nf Nabal, and the messengers were 
repulsed with insolent contempt. Did we not know that 
the holiest saint, if l«ft*f<jr an instant to himself, may be 
the vilest sinner,f%e should marveh at the thirst for ven¬ 
geance shown by David when hS had received the answer 
of Nabal. Alas, alas I for the best of the Lord’s people, 
if 'grace does not prevent and follow them, and withhol3 
them from sinning. 

Nabel had a* treasure, lent him by the Lord, of ftr 
greater value than all 'his worldly possessions. Aoigail, 
his wife, was a woman of a good understanding, and of a 
beantiful countenance; and may we not add, that she had 
the wisdom that cometh frOm above ? It needs no exer¬ 
cise of fancy to picture to ourselves the domestic life of 
Abigail; the,pen of inspiration has distinctly traced it. 
Beauty, rank, and wealth were hers; attendants bowed 
around her; she had the rare gift of wisdom ; but was the 
married life of Abigail a happy one? Could tliere be one 
feeling in common between her and the churlish drunkard 
she called her husband ? Heavy and hard to beat was the 
cross which marked the lot of the wife of Nabkl, yet, from 
her character, w$ feel sure that she did not sit still and 
repine; that she did not pour her sorrows into the ears of 
gossiping female friends -, that she did not, by neglect, or 
retaliation, or bitter words, aggravate trouble. No— 
nobly' and faithfully she ^performed her duties, drawing 
strength from the Mighty One to bear and forbear. May 
we not believe that love t^ thoir mistress, As well as a trust 
in her wisdom, and a desire to save the house of Nabal 
from the tJ|reatened..8torm of David’s vengeance, prompted 
her..servants to inform her immediately of wbat had passed, 
and eqtreat her protection and assistance, and.she promptly 
took measu^s fpr averting the; danger. Just so should 
_J,he wife and mother ever meet the dark hour, whether of 
loss or difficulty, that hangs over her fatiusehold, thus 
peoving herceif the help-meet of man. , 
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• A PAGE FOR OER BOIS. 

The otber siJe of the great sea, fn a land where a nva- 
ber of cows are kept, a little boy was seel one afternoon, 
when he bad returned fronJ school, hastening to the pasture^ 
to fetch his mother’s cow. As he was passing a stream of 
ifater, there came a number of idle, ill-looking, big boys, who 
hailed little Runt, and urged him to join them in stealing 
seme apples from a garden. “No,” saM tHe lad, promptly, 
“I cilftiot steal.” “Well,” rejoined the wicked par^, 
“but you have got to, so come along.” “ No,” still cried 
the dear boy, “ I wjll nof steal for anybody.'”" ,ThMi they 
th.reatened to “duck'him,’^butrthe threat did not frighten 
Runt. Then they dragged him to the river, and, in cruel 
sport, plunged him in. But the^heroic beyr still cried, 
“ No, I will not steal,” while the water was gurgling in.his 
throat. Again and again (hey tried to’turn him from the 
good principles he had learned at home |md in the Sab¬ 
bath school, but in vain. The cries of the dear boy grew 
fainter and fainter, and he was drowned. He could die, 

BUT HE WOufD NOT STEAL 1 

A lad who stood Dea% much frigbtene^, took up poor 
Runt’s little coat, and ran to tell Gie* dreadful tale. The 
agonised parents did not find the* little boy till the aeut 
monfing, and wb^ shall tel^ their anguish as they bent 
oyer the form of this loving and promising boy. * 

, Poor Runt was veiy fond of the Bible, and he loved bis 
'Saviour too, and'his seat wa8U>ev|r vacant in the Sabbath' 
school. Mothers wept ever the tale of poor F^nt, and 
hoped their>boys would stand as firmlj^ to the yrecepts of 
the Bible, and strong ra^ wept' over the martyr-child, 
saying, •“ God, be ffrailed tor |ne la^.” And now, good 
and rich people are ra'kiug' for him a mo^un^nt, t^at .bis 
name may be petpetuated,*—but his recofd is cm hi§^ 
Boys! Sabbath»school boys! boys of pieus' mothenl at 
is far better to sufi^r than to* steal. V^s; yom 
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better suffer from the hands of wicked lads, ^han disobey 
the great God, ivbo can* cast soul and body into that dinffiil 
place where the fire is ik>t quenched. 


SEARCHING FOR A NEAT YOUNG SERVANT.- 

• ^ 

, “ Well, dear mamma, we called on Mrs. Rolls, of the 
shop, ^ho says that* she knows of two girls in the Tillage 
whose mothers would be glad for you to engage t^em to 
assist Jane in the kitchen. One is the daughter of Jane 
Williams—she‘ i| just fifteen. The other is little Mary 
Fenn, who is rather younger.’^ “ I do not think, dear, 
that Jane Williams’ girl would at all do for us; the poor 
child has hijd no opportunity of learning good habits.” 
“Is not her mother a respectable woman, mamma 1” “In 
some sense she may be called so, my dear; but she is not 
a woman at all Ijkely to send out daughters fit for'-respect- 
able situations. Her children’s clothes are neither ragged 
nor dirty, certainly; but they never look, even one the Sab¬ 
bath, as if they had been folded neatly, or kept with care ; 
nor are they put on with the least neatness. Set Mary 
Williams by the side of Hannah Ellis, whose parents are 
poorer, and the family larger, and little Hannah’s clean 
skin, smooth hair, and well-kept clothing though not at all 
better than Mary’s, yet gi^e the child quite another appear¬ 
ance. Go into Mrs. Williams’ house, examine all it contains, 
.»you will find optljing well k^t, and well cared for. Her 
huBband’'S Sunday coat^oos not look as if a brush had ever 
touched i^ If yoi^ call upon her, she will-very likely tell 
you, that the house is in a sad iqpss, for she has been very 
busy all day. 1 shqnld nqt wish fii go intq, the kitchen, 
and, finding it thus, to be told by the little girl that, she is 
piping to.Fut tilings right, but that she has been very busy.; 
W 1 should like her to be busy daily, but‘untidy never.” 
“ And I am auren. Janc^ would not like it, 
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lor she is aljrays tidy, and so are her places on her busiest 
days.” “ Yes7 Jane was taught good habits when a child, 
and she knows their value. Her }lbor mother brought up 
her children in a cottage, with one rooni below, and two 
above; and I never saw, efen on washing and baking days,, 
any untidiness. Jane would willingly teach a young girl 
ahything useful; but she would say, andr justly too, that 
the mother should bring them up to gofid habits, which ara 
easily learned, and are as useful in a cottitge as iU a maasibu.” 

“ LttSe Mary Pattisoh, down the lane, I should think, 
mamma, has been well taught by her mother. I remember 
how pleased papa was one day, to see the Jittle* Trot scrape 
her shoes so nicely before s"lie dame in at\he cottage-door. 
She is only four years old.” “ Yes, she has a tidy mother, 
who keeps a tidy' house. Yon lljver saw § scraper at 
Mrs. Williams’ door; and your papa has remajked, when.he 
called on her, that he was obliged to carry all the dirt his 
' boots had broughj from the lanes in with Ijim, for want of 
it." “ Mrs. Woodrell said that she had sent away her girl 
because die made as much dirt as she cleaned in the 
course of tfid day, mamma.” “I dare say she did, and 
made dirt, too, that she*could not clean; /or when a ser¬ 
vant drops the coals and cinders ^oht, and treads them 
underfoot, she soon carries this iSrt into the carpets. 
Then* Mrs. Woodn^f’s girl wpuld seUthe pots and kettles 
about the floor, and the smut fron^them, with the dropping 
from the dish-pan, and the tallow from the candlesticks, 
made her wonder how it was that,the kitahen was so soon 
dirty. Her mistress tried to teach* her better wiyS, but 
the poor girl.had been so long accustomed to the Jiabits in 
which she had been brought up; and besides this, she 
could not be bipughfto*see*thaii*she rjas wanting in these 
things, hut thought her.misfress too particular. ^If mothers 
did but think of these things while their ebildfen are young, < 
how much better they might dos fur themselves in tfao 
world—for I consider that an obedient, Ji^nest, a<td ti^hfld. 
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werrmt is one of our greatest blessings. I think, Jenny 
Felton’s girls are not likely to be such blessings to any one, 
tot their poor mother teaches them to tell lies as soon as 
they can speali almost.” “Yes, and before they can 
qieak; and an awfub account ters will be, when speaking 
in this world shall be no more.” E. C. 


FBt&GMEHTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

C. •' 

TO KE FUCED ON THE TOILET, ANP THE QUESTIONS ANSWSSED 
EVEEY NIGHT. 

Did lahis morn devoutly pray 
For dod’s protection through the day? 

And did I read His sacred word, 

To make my life therewith accord ? 

Did 1, for any purpose, try 
To hide the truth, or tell a lie? 

' Did 1, to all who came my way. 

Due courtesy i.nd kindness pay? 

Or if distress my aid implored, i 
Did I with joy that aid afford ? ^, 

Did I my thoughts with prudence guide, 

Checking ill-humour, aitger, pride ? 

Did I from every word refrain, 

That could give any creature pain? 

Did 1 witli clieerfubpatience buir 
The little ills n^e all must bear ? 

And did I, when the day was o’er, 

God’s watchful care again implore? 

NOTIcks OF BOOKS. 

Ktrtf/br Alt. Loix'on: Ward. 

A phtiu statement of simple trnthst useful to tlie youpg. 

JHe Mj/tterimt Marrh.g«. Femdon : Clark and Go. 

■Tke^firth ynlome of “ The Run and Read Lforary.” A book to 
■aiiue the mulfdade. Common characters brought into sualight. 
fUmtratei Tmprrimce Hgful-BUit. Lon&ni: CsA. 

Oa paper^ade of stlaw. Good—usetul—cheap. 
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THE REABER AMONG THf: HOUSEHOLDS. 

{Read at^ Maternal Meeting.) 

" There is a Reapef whose namS is Death, 

And with his sickle keen 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between/^ 

.Since we last met as a maternal bajtd, eomo of us Jiave 
been ipjde to understand the meaning of the often-used 
expression—“ a vale of tears afflictions, personal and 
relative, have caused us»to take our stance-point, looking 
back over the past^ «ind forward to the liture; while our 
eyes, dim with sorrow, have fflmost forgotten at times to 
admire the beauties around us, in (jiis’still beautiful world. 
The golden harvest, too, has claimed your ^Itentifln, and 
gleaning the precious grain has prevented many of you 
from enje^ying the usual time for gleaning knowledge. But 
while you have been variously engoged and^eparated, there 
has been a Reaper busy* among the flowers and blossoms of 
our homes a*\jl hearts. 

“ Shall I have nought that is fair?” saith he, 

“ Have nought but the bearcKcd grain ? 

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 

I will give all back again. 

*]My Lord ha^eccl of thjse flowertits gny,” 

The Reaper said, and smiled ; 

“ Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

. Whore He was once a child.” 

Oh! what have we looked on*sinee last we mft?^ We 
have seen disease, desolation, and death-j-anxious/aces and 
streaming eyes—parents at^d children wcejving over their 
dead. The’lit^c chiid,*full*of }pe arjd joyous glee, has 
been lai(\ in his last cold bSd, and the pilgrinjof sgveivty 
summers has fallen amidst us.* Wc have seeif consumption* 
flush the cheek, and bleach the skill; and matiy wept that 
the blight should falioii the fthwer so prflmisingiandjhir— 

VOL. VII. 
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“ But not in pruelty, not in wrathj,. 

The'Reaper came that day; 

’Twas an ang%l visited the green eari..., 

An^ took our flower awy.” 

, Again—the Reapet came to ftie home of a mother, who 
was among the very first to meet us, years long ago, in this 
plhce, when we formed our maternal band. From suffic¬ 
ing, deep and long, we can easily imagine that but for the 
dear* oaes around her, she would have been glad to fly 
away, and enter on an eternal rest; but while thfT Chris¬ 
tian mother could exclaim—" I have long waited for thy 
salvation, OliOrd.!”—the heart turned to earth again at the 
sound 6f weeping in her hbipse'hold. ' ’ 

We might have thought the dread Reaper would have 
passed over {.he home of the young mother, embracing her 
first-born infant; but no—we miss to-night that kindly- 
beaming eye that was wont to glisten on us. That young 
mother’s eye is ^closed in its last sleep, never to badisturbed* 
by the husband’s sighs, or her infant’s wailing. We miss 
to-night, too, the young teacher’s voice, fhat twas heard 
raising the hymn of praise. She has sung hef last song on 
earth; and, \^e trust, now jojns the angelic choir in. 
sweeping a harp Of gold among the blessed. Ah! how 
have some of us watdhei the hour-glass of time, walking 
together, even to tlje gates .of the fiaW where the* dread 
ReaJ)er hides the spoilj of earth. We have gone to the 
parting-place—the turf-bound roof, where none may enter, 

■> and return, t/> tpll the sccfct of their resting-place, be it 
wofubo^ happy; but-.— , 

They jo^rc, and having been they arg! 

Earth but contains tjjeir mouldering dust! 
Their'doatliloss sjurits," neat,or far, ' . 

With ours musf fly meet the just. 

•TI.OU knowest not but they hover.hear, 

Wtness of every secret deed; 

Winch, sbiyinii^ human eye or eni*, 

* The spirits of the dead may Jieed.” 
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True, indeed, “ dust to dust ” h^s been pronounced; but 
to the soul that had Jesus for a leader,'the terrors of the 
vale of death were but shadows, and free^ from the fetters 
of flesh, the bright spfrit has gone to the realms of light 
and love, and perfect knowledge; for 
“ The soul retains 

One blessed trophy, if its span belotv 
Secured the palm of Christ’s atoning love. 

For that shall win an entrance, avlien it'stand* 

■* lA pilgrim at heaven’s gate.” 

Now, busy mother, rest awhile, before we commence 
thoughts ou 

THE YOUNG ffEACIIEE. 

“ I have a great work to do in the morning.” 

The entrance of the Reaper, ifaath, into flic household 
can never be anything but a stern and terrible event, how¬ 
ever it may come, and whosoever maybe his victim; nor is« 
it alwayS*cnsy to read a lesson of grace and goodness in 
that which sorely tries^ and embarrasses us. No chasten¬ 
ing for th# present seems joyous, however assured we may 
be that it will afterwards bear the fruits of righteousness. 
Yet it is the privilcge^f the bereaved Christian to say, 
even smiling through his tears, “the Lord gave, and the 
Lord has taken away^ blessed be His name still.” 

The dear young^riend wli^ has jn«t been carried to the 
tomb by her fellow-teachers wa*—as you know—trained 
from early youth to walk in the narrow road, and all her ' 
associations of early youth ware things tending heaven-* 
ward. From a child there was •soiflethiug about the con¬ 
stitution of her-mind differing from her fellows* a cast of, 
melancholy pervaded her wiiole life, even to the last d^s, 
when she had,uumb'er(fd sevenkeen symmers. There was 
never seen in her the joyoflSj gleesome spirit gf /ihijdhood 
and youth; she walked the path of life lil* one who saw 
the journey short, with a shadowy v|le afl the end; Her 
mind was of no compaon order, and to Jigfi acqlSringlcnow- 
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ledge of an}’-kind -vras pnly amusement; but,-white pur¬ 
suing it -with her youn^ companions, there was ever the 
same still, sombre atmosphere around^her, and a melancholy 
shade rested on her intellectual broV. We find, now, that 
the impression on her mind ever was that she would be 
laid in an early grave. Her letters to friends, white .absent 
from home, breathed the same spirit, and “passing away'” 
seemed to have been written on her heart. Soon it was 
evidenftlif spoiler had nestled in her life-blood, withering 
the rose upon her maiden cheek; yet ever .and andlTgiving 
back the hectic fever-flush, as if in mockery, to shadow 
forth her departed health. During \ier illness slie had 
deep searchings of heart, and her fears were sometimes 
great, lest she should take a step, not only in the dark, 
but into the dark. Yet,the same spirit of reserve—living so 
much within herself—characterised dear Elizabeth, living 
and dying. When asked if there were any points relating 
to doctrine, or ,the Atonement, that caused het- anxiety, 
she replied, that all was clear to her ; that her fear was not 
of .the willingness of the Saviour to redeon hw, but her 
meetness for eternity, adding—“I know I mite't go soon.” 

She one dajt requested a deaw young friend to make a ■ 
purchase, which she might present to her beloved father, 
saying, “ Let it be something that will not wear out, that 
he may always remcenber m«j.” The ^ircliase was taadc; 
and when asked, a day or two after, if she had presented it, 
she replied, “ No, not yet; 1 must wait till I am more 
■ happy, as he will feel my lops deeply.” “ He will, dear,” 
a frieitdVeplied; “but if.he h.as a good hope that yon are' 
gone to f heavenly home, he will bow to the will of his ’ 
G«d.” Looking up, with her Jbeautiful bright eyes glisten¬ 
ing with tears, she answe^d, 01#, yes, I l^now; • biit if he 
has npt th^t hqpe when I am g;oue,‘ he will soon follow me 
•to the grav$ for this thought would break his heart.” 
But th'C happisr season d-ief come, when* she'presented .it, 
saying, “ J- am happy now! ’' 



THE BEAPEU AMONG THE HOUSEHOLDS. 20;> 

After njncli 'anxjety, and sleepless nights, on account of 
■ her fears, as ^e told a friend, she seAned to rest on the 
promise of Jesus being with hcf in the dark valley; the 
burden was removed^ and the counteijance, which before 
was clouded, now beamSd very brightly, and she said, I 
was afraid to go alone into the dark valley, but I am more 
‘happy now on this point; and I am astonished,”- she 
added, “ to find how many sweet passages of Scripture and 
worses of hymns that I learned when *a thild,. bftt had 
fl7rge.t*en, now come back to comfort me j and what a good 
thing this is, as I am now unable to read, nor can I listen 
to my friends reading to me for anj length of time.” 
Then smilingly sire" addefi, “Since th(? cloud has been re¬ 
moved, I love everybody so much more.” 

The dear girl requested her inather to cutoff her beauti¬ 
ful hair, saying, "Some'of my friends may like some .of it, 
and it is better to cut it off'’before I am dead.” A short 
time b*forc her death, a touching sceue^was witnessed by 
her dying bed. She asked for *thc hair, which was placed 
before jjer; and with all the composure of one making 
ready for ftdittle journey, she separated the locks with her 
thin hands, trembling Jike an aspen-le^f, then lied them 
tastefully with brown ribbon, and jlrescnting to the weeping 
friends around her a portion, slTc l!liJ aside several of these 
mementoes of loye* naming the friejids tp wliom they w'ore 
to be given. Looking np, she said, “ I should like*to sing 
"now^ but do not weep ! ” Alas 1 none of that circle coulc^^ 

, keep hack the tears. One :^ieud said, 'JjVe cannot begui, ' 
dear; and as you used to comjneiu;c for u?nt Maternal, 
Meetings, perhaps you can begin now?” The dying girl 
smiled, saying, “ I do n6t think I codld now; and |)ei^iap*s 
I had JbA.tcr not try.” (Aber heart was in tunc for 
singing by that bed .of death. During the last night she 
spent on earth,'-she couffl ."hear with pleqpifte* the hynjps 
read, beghming— 
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“ Lord, wLat is life ? ’tis like q flower, , 

That Wossoiiis, qnd is gone; ' ' 

We sec it flourish for an hour, 

With all its beauty on, 

But derfth comes like a wintry day. 

And cuts the blooming ^ower away.” 

And another, commencing— 

“ Sweet is the passage to the tomb, 
tyiiej Jesus leads the way ; 

A moment’s interval of gloom. 

And then eternal day.” 

She then spol-^ of angels, as jirobably hovering near, 
and said she had’“a great work to do in the morning.” 
All who knew her, tmd understood her character, supposed 
by this that she iittcndod calmly to bid farewell to her 
friends, saying a word to each, as she had told a friend that 
she would send a message to her fellow-teachers. But, 
alas ! the Reaper came so suddenly^, that no interchange of 
words could pass, and all that the weeping friends could do> 
after she had said, “Raise me higher, fatheT! was to 
speak of Jesus, and to commend the departing spirit to 
Him. The j)hysical sufferings werp great for a short time, 
but soon she quietly breathed her spirit forth, on the arm 
of her dear father. One tear only was seen to pass down 
the fair young cheek a.^ the Rgaper took ^er to the spirit- 
land. • 

Wabbath-school teachers! think of the words of the 
dying Elizabeth.^ Tom have great work to do : ”—work 
, for yourselves ;' work foj your class ; work for your friends; 
'work for the world I 

' IVJolhers ! remember how precidus to this dear girl were 
the words of truth stored vu bee mind .in early youth; and 
act upon the impression that yoM ,foo, have “ a great work to 
do.” Oh! tti^e'not over it. 'Jijfe and eternal death hang 
on^it. How often are wc admonished by,pur household 
sorrows that, all llesh Is grass, and earthly things but like a 
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mist; that joys are but as dreams, and our hopes for earth 
like a passing Shadow ; for a moment wc listen to sweet 
music, but ere we ask the strain to swell again, the 
minstrel’s hand has Icjpt its skill—the flufe-like voice is silent 
to the sons of men. With the melancholy Kirke White we , 
say— 

“ What is tWs passing scene ? 

A peevish April day! 

A little sun, a little rain, . 

And then night sweeps along the plain, 

And all things fade away. 

Man (soon discussed) 

"Vields fip his trust. 

And all his hSpes nud'fear* lie with liim in the dust. 

“ The most beloved on earth 
Not long survives to^-day, 

So music past is ohsolet#— 

And yet ’twas sweet, ’twas passing sweet; . 

But now ’tis gone away ! 

Thus does the shade 
lu memory fade," 

AVhen in forsakefl tomb the form beloved is laid.” . 

Yet d(Jwc hope to recognise again, in beauty and per-* 
fection, the dear fami^ar faces we have loved on earth, and 
talk with them of storms and sorfows past, and praise Him 
who has done all things well, up kt that better clime, where 
all«the children pfVedeemiug raercy^ of every age and name 
and nation, shall form one happy family—where all«hall be 
of one heart and one soul, shall surround one family board, 
join in one song of praise tg the Larnb,^ and go out no mfirci' 
for ever! With the blessed company etentellysJlut in. Let 
us press onward to this home-gathering. 

'rflE bEsi' HOME.* 

t* ■ ^ 

A *OTHEK, whp was iifadverse and tryiqg^ckcumstances, 
was one day telling her little children that she hoped ttlejr 
would soon have more comforfs a»d a Better hofQe. TThe 

M 2 
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HOME nOTIES. 


elder of the children, about seven'years of age, looked ear¬ 
nestly at her, and with eyes beaming vrith hrightness said, • 
“ Are we going to heaven,rthen ? for I think, "dear mother, 
that is the best home.” . 

ti 

Christian mothers! frequently talk to your little ones 
about heaven, and let them sec that you think heaven is 
the best home, by not being too anxious about worldly » 
concerns, and living as strangers and pilgrims. We know 
how delightful it is; after a season of absence from our dear 
children, to return home to them again. 0, will it (jot be 
delightful indeed to he with them 

“ In tliat beautiful place He is gone to jircpave 
For all who arc washed and iorglvenV” 

And have not many mothers who read this children already 
gathered there, i 

“ For of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 

M. L. E. 


HOME DUTIES. 

‘ Hjive mothers more than their share in thq, duties of 
domestic life ? 

This is an interesting and very important question, and 
we have no hesitation inaas*cring, “We think they have.” 
Let us look at the bearings of it.^. We first find our emh<yo 
wife and mother a domestic servant in a respectable family, 
where, by her diligence, faithfulness, and good nature, she 
‘ na^ secured their confidence and esteem. She enjoys the 
comforts privileges of the household, and is compara¬ 
tively a stranger to its cares and anxieties. She has little 
experienee oi the difticnlties of laying out moiley to the 
best advantage, and none as tp ho^ that money is provided. 
Under these ciretpnstdnces 'somBthing is looi'ning in the 
distance.' A ytiung man makeS'lfis appearance, and all at 
*nce a new set oi ideas takes possession of the mind of oiu 
jjervant. <. Nothing* nowe.fli^ before her but happiness in 
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prospect, andt it /s with'some difficulty she can sober her 
mind to common-place duties.. She'cau see none of the 
Texations, none of the trials 4hat await her. The one 
absorbing idea is, she is going to be rafrried. 

In due time, married she is. Now soon the mists begin* 
to clear away; realities take their place. The first thing' 

• that strikes her, and gives a chill to }ier fondly cheri^ed 
hopes, is the scanty dimensions of her new home,—perjiaps 

■ a half, a third, a quarter of a houscj in la noisy, iJirty neigh- 
4n)«rliood, is all she can call her own. The bare walls, the 
crazy chair, the untidy bed, form a sad contrast to what she* 
has been accustomed.* There is an intgaial struggle. She 
^ has gained tlic lir6t vict8ry-*-she is deferinincd to take the 
thing by the right handle, and make the best of it. Noble 
girl! Thouart worthy of a good companion. May he prove 
so, and may the blessings of heaven rest upon you both. 

At once, without any preparation. Our wife has to enter 
upon the duties of her new position. There is much to fie 
done, and the means but scadty. Her first endeavour is 
to um^rstand her 'duties; her next, zealously to fulfil 
them, comforts of her husband demand prompt* 

attention; his break^st must be ready, and everything is 
strange around her. She knows ftofcwhere to put her hand 
upon anything she wants. Ife «omes, and is gone again 
before she had time to mi^e any arrangements for dinner ; 
but it must be done, and she is ready at the tin*; thus 

• called upon not only to think but to act, and' this requires 
no little wis'dom. Perhaps the husband now imagines tha^’ 
he is relieved from all anxietj^ *aiyi experts e^Srything tp 
be done .as promptly and as well as if his young" wife haS 
had the experience of years. Hftppily for himf in rtiis ca^, 
he -is not doomed tq diJsippointment; she is equal to the 
occasion, and there .Is lawe pJospedt of^Aeir being happy 
together. . Butstop,you^man, the dufydf nbt all on one 
side; if your^wife is expected to do her duty, so are you.* 
The whole burden must not be t^ro%n upon ]^er slwulders. . 
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Above all things, you must encourage her by your presence 
and your smiles. You must talk over your 'duties together. 
Listen with a confiding love to her suggestions; meet her 
wishes as far as you can; and show ter that as you have 
' had sufficient confidence an her to make her your wife, you 
can trust your affairs in her hands. Let your home be 
untp you that place of all others in Which you wish to be 
found. It is clean and tidy—there is comfort—and the 
smiles of,your happy .wife give you a cheerful welcome. 
Not that we wish to insinuate you are not at full liberty te 
■go where you please; but it must be in harmony with the 
new obligation you. have voluntarily taken upon yourself. 

M. B. 

PAGE IJOR OUlt YOUNG FRIENDS. 

THE WAV A LITTLE GIRL SFENDS HER DAY. 

A LITTLE girl was one day writing to her father, who 
had been a missionary, and she describes to him the 
manner in which she spends her days." “ I rise,” said she, 

' “ at half-past five, and spend half-an-hour in drpDsmg and 
ill ray devotions. Between six and seven I dress my little 
brother and sister, and study. At seven, we have break¬ 
fast. Then we have family worship; then get ready for 
school. 'When 1 return from school wc'dine; then I clpar 
off the table, and wipe the dishes; and then I spend half- 
an-hour ill reading the Bibl'c and prayer. I then take care 
•j.'of the little children, and do errands for my ftiotber until 
five. Fror;jl -five. ■ to' six, I ‘Walk, sew, knit, or study ; and 
from si.\ till seven we have supper and family worship. 
Then I- study till eight. - At eiglrt, I go with the other 
children to my mother’s room fqf a quarter of an hour, to 
attend to her insfyuctians. 'Thep I go to bed.’’ 

“ What an diidustrious little !” you.will say. • Yes, 
dear young friends ; and although you may not be able to 
arrange, your day just, as this, little maiden did, still we 
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advise you, by all meansj'to portion out the hours of the 
•day, as nicely aS you can, foy your various studies and 
duties; but he sure to give a pctftioa the morning and 
evening, at least, to,the study of thi? Scriptuees and 
PRAYER. Life is very uncertain, ev^n to*the young. You 
may die to-day. Live, therefore, every day as though you 
•knew it would be the last day you have to spend on eijrth. 

THE CHILD’S BEST‘friend. < 

“ Jane,” said a little girl, running into a room where her 
elder sister sat at work, ‘‘Jane, I have got a splinter 
in my finger; jdpase tajee \t out.” J Oo away, child,” 
tmswered Jane; ‘‘do not interrupt me when I am busy. I 
have no time to attend to yon.” Tears filled the child’s 
eyes as she looked up and said, ‘^Jesus Chi<st never spoke 
so ; lie always had time!” Yes, little girl, Jesus is always 
kind. He has always time to attend to your smallest wan*. 
He is cwr listening. He is never weaiy. lie is a friend 
at all times. Are you in sorrow ? Go to Jesus. Are you 
sick? to Jesus ? Are you friendless? Go to Jesus. 
Are you afraid you may be lost 1 Go to Jesus. He can 
give you a new heart,*and wipe a]J ;^our •tears away. Oh, 
yes, dear little child, go to Jests. , Slake haste,—go now. 
He is waiting to listen and to bless. 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE ANB 
HER BIBLE.—No.. . 

• • 4 * 

WASiriNO AND DRESSING THE INFANT. . 

How Helpless ^the babe lies on i^s motliei^s la^)! Yet 
how its .very helplpssues^endqjirs it. Just because if is so 
helple'ss h<fw tenderly ^e Bandies it.^Shc breathes no 
word' of repreacji for tbw trouble it costi^ JjeK It i* this 
tenderness for the helpless little one Go5 has set fortlf' as 
the image ot His own loye. •‘‘ttan a* woman ^rget* hei 
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SHE WILL NOT WAKE. 


sucking child, that she should not have compassion on the 
son of her womb? Yea, thpy may forget, yet will I not- 
forget thee.” (Is£. xlix..l5.) How, then, can a mother, 
who knows her own pity for her babe, distrust the love of 
her God, or shrink from resting ail her own weakness and 
helplessness on Him ? 

NOnSING THE INFANT. 

'• As newborn babes desire the sincere milk of the word, 
that they may grow £hercby.” (1 Pet. ii. 2.) Offer that 
babe, nestling so happily in its mother’s bosom, any dainty, 
however tempting—will it turn its little head, or loosen its 
fond grasp ? The child has what it wants—it is happy; 
yet more—it is nourished; it grows thereby. May not 
its mother, as she bends over it, think, “ Is the word of my 
God thus dear to me ? Do I enjoy it as well as read it ? 
Do', I grow thereby ? If my babe continued to receive 
tjourishment and yet gained no strength, I should know all 
was not right. My soul often receives the nourishment of 
God’s word. Is it gaining any siiiritual strength?” 


“SHE WILL NOT WAKE.” 

“ She will not wakA!’’ —said the little child. 
As he stood hy the e'lnpty bed; 

AVhen no longer the form of his mother dear 
Was rejiosiiig there, and she could not Hear 
The lyords that her 1 aby said. 

“ Get uj), mamma !• it is morning noiv, 
Mjimmaj you have dept'good while.” 
Doub.ful and anxious I ..aiv him stand. 

And he pulled the clothes with his little hand,. 
Looked upward and tried to smile 

As he said once more, i^hh ah earnest voieg, 

“ Mamint it is time to ris#- 
But no Wnswfcr came to his ii^'fening ea.re,' 

And his liehrt grew siek, and the gushing tears 
Rolled fast frou{ the baby's eyes. 



FEMALE SCEIPTCRE CHARACTEES. 


213 


“ She will not wake K’—safd tlie little child, 

As lie.sohbtd on his sister’s breast^ 

While she wept as she tolihhim their raother’s4)ed 
yVaa low in tlie home of the Silent dmd, 

And she couldwot arise from her rest. 

t 

“ They lifted her gently away Trom this bed, 

When she ceased from her meanings of pain, 

And the form of oflr own darling mother they hid, . 
Her sweet face they concealed by the dark coffiii-lid, 

So we never shall see her agaim 

Oh! they bore her away from the children she loved. 
And she stirreil not—she asked not to stay; 

And I saw when tjiey lowered bar far from our sight. 

In the lonc,A3arrow jrave, where it always is night, 

And the darkness breaks never away.” 

Then those children went to their mother’s grave. 

And they called on their niAither’s nanje; 

But their wailing voices were all unheard, 

For the mould beneath them was all unstirred, 

, And no sound of answer came. 

. • 

Oh! fearfully calm is the sleep of death, 

,Shn awoke not—nor rose from herhed ; 

Am^bccaiise the dead have a “dull cold ear,” 

They heard not the step of their mother dear, 

Beturniiig fron? the dead. 

H. B. 

FEMALE SemPTUEE* CHARACTERS.—No* IV.' 

AlilGAIL THE CAUMELITESS. 

Hastily Abigail prepared a s3upply»of*^food,,fruit, and 
wine, and, laying aside the rtstrdiuls of eastefn "jife, sh^ 
resolved to irieet D.aviiJ, and by ^rresents gnd ^remon- 
ranccs,^if possible, to tarn away liis auger. It ntaded 
some eburage, and "trust i^t Cti, for, a weak and beautiful 
womaiF to encounter that apd laWless*Dai^, pxasperated 
as they w.erc by Jfabal’s'fhlly, and thirstiftg'for revenge. 
We know not Vhich to admire the jpostuu the atWressrof 
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this noble-minded woman when she met David; her 
earnest pleading for her unworthy hnsband/ or the holy 
boldness with wlii^Ji she '^t before David the sinfulness of 
his purpose,—nevdr in tlie least degree overstepping the 
modesty of the woVnan, .or the respect of the subject. Let 
us' pause for a few moments, and gather some useful 
lessons from her words and conduct, « 

Is Abigail’s cross an niicommon one ? Alas! no ; not 
even ip Christian linglaud. Hence our newspapers bring 
reports ol’ divorce and separation bills in the higher af' 1 
middle classes, and details of brutal violence at which the 
heart sickens, often eftding in murder, amongst the lower 
classes. Hence al^o the miserable horatfs, tattered wives, 
half naked, neglected families, which force themselves upon 
our every-day path in our towns and villages. Do these 
pages meet tht eye of a'.iy woman now passing through 
this heavy trial? My sister, we affectionately point to 
Abigail as an example. Plead for your husband before 
the King of kings, as earnestly, as lovingly as she did to 
David. Her prayer might have failed of success; yours, 
if made in faith, cannot fail of a gracious answer, sooner or 
later. Have you ever tried this way to reform your hus¬ 
band ? If not, begin, it to-day. if you have, and no 
answer is come, yet prpy-on, the promise is sure. He 
turneth not away the prayer of the po(jr destitute sinner. 
Look pnto yourself, add see what wants mending there. 
Don’t seek human sympatfiy, but go for that, and grace- 
. hud strength, to God alone. 


RECOHECTIONS QF CHILDHOOD.—Ho. VII. 

« 

Agreat and good man, vjhen (leliycring a public lectu; , 
said, “ Woman’^influence must^mouTd themiiidsof youth, 
and thus imprf)V.p ihe world. If,(i' he continued, “ I possess 
any excellence oV character, I owe it all to my early train¬ 
ing. Ip the first placet Day mother gave me a good physical 
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educatioD; and tljen she cultiratcd my moral feelings, and 
taught me to'think. I owe EVERYTHiNe to my .mother !” 
Here was a great man, of whom Seme oAhe best and wisest 
were glad to ask instfuction, laying all pis honours on the 
altar of filial piety, and •ascribing all his exeellcnces to the 
INFLUENCE OF uls MOTHER! What a responsibility sucK 
‘influence imposes on us! We know upt where to rest our 
pen, while we gather the thoughts and feelings of .the 
'sterner sex, as they bear testimony •to Nearly tea^iny, and 
liiaieifial influence and love. We will select a few of the 
shortest among the many. Listen to an extract from the 
letter of a son who hail a pious mother,;—' 

“I am about,” he writes, “to embark upon the mighty 
ocean, for the benefit of my heulth, which 1ms been sacrificed 
to an unwarrantable ambition fortliterary atSainments. As I 
liave but a faint prospect of recovery, or even of living to 
return to my friends, I wish to leave behind me a tribute of 
affectittii and gratitude to the memory of my excellent mother. 
Having passed through the most* critical and dangerous period 
of human existence, flbd the trials incident to college life, and 
having the t)pportunity of three or four years’ experience ■ 
and observation of mankind, I find it exceedingly interesting and 
instructive to look buck and trace the influtnee of maternal love 
and tenderness, which was excrtcd*oJfly in my childhood and 
infancy ; for, alas! it was my uiisfottune to be deprived of this 
best of earthly frieftds at thg age of twelve ; but the influence 
of my mother’s instructions ‘and example ‘will, I trusj, be felt 
and joyfully recognised throiighotft eternity. 

“ My mother was devotedly piou? ; while her children wem. 
young, she followed the pre(^pt3 pf Solojumi by training thanT' 
in ‘ the way they, should go,’ Jeaving the fesullito.the power 
and goodness.of a merciful God. Her prayers were almo?t 
ceaseless; and as soon as*lier children began to IBp, she taugSit 
them to employ their infarij breach in prayer and praise ^ their 
Redeemer. • ^ . 

“ Never shall I forget njjjeue which pal^Sed in, my mother’s 
closet, the'’evening hefore I left the paterr^l*roof to go d;o a, 
distant academy. Although but, eleven jjeare of age, I ,well 
remember the voice and epirit»with whfth she fervpntlymddressed , 
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TUB MOTimn AND HER LITTLtf SON. 


tlie throne of grace, for the protection ai^d prosperity of her 
son. This—Jier last blessing^—which she ‘pronounced vvith 
streaming eyes and t3 ineltiiy' heart, rings in iny*ears, as if the 
sweet accents still liilgercdjjpon her faltering lijis. 

“ After ray mothea’s deatli, as I increased in years her coun¬ 
sels began to be better ‘understood, and were more highly 
appreciated; butasyoufh advanced, temptations and allurements 
were often place'd in ray path; so that‘1 have more than once' 
been forced, ns it were, into the very snares of death. My 
mother’s instructions, were, however, so deeply roottA in.iny, 
mind, that they could not lose their hold tijion ray heart 
conscience. Often, when I came near joining in some rash or 
wicked design, this thought has come over me,—perhaps the 
spirit of my sainted .tjiother now knows my thoughts, and sees 
my actions; and if Site were upon chrth, how would she feel in 
view of my danger! 

“This thought has often withheld me from a ruinous course. 

^ f . 

'While a meinbeK of collcgc/ the enticements to sin, by means of 
trifling and wicked companions, became almost irresistible; but 
the restraining grace of God, through the medium of a mother’s 
undying love, closed the door of my heart against the admission 
of vice, and withheld my feetTroni going in the pathway of the 
destroyer. I confess it was wrong, but flie fact is undeniable, 

. that I was often more influenced by the reflectidfl thabtlie eye of 
niy mother rested upon me, tlian from a sense of tlie omni- 
preaence of the Deify. In maturor yeurs, this same impression 
has followed me in the ■fanous walks of life, till I have become 
convinced that the ))rcccpts and examples of pareiiis have an 
influence far beyond our liigliest tlj^oughts aftd^conceptious. . 

“ Abcyit two years since, I hope and trust, the pruyers of 
my dear mother were answercd'for her only son, in his conversion 
to God. . I have no doubt, in the retribution of eternity, she will 
‘enjoy the reward of h»v faithfplnesjs on earth.” 

•_ It is time* to rest our pen. • 


'IHE MOTHER ANp H^R LITTLE SDN.. 

“Mother!” ap’d a‘.liUle"boH.! who had oufy numbered 
three summers', r“'what does it'jtuean to give your heart to 
*Go(l?” The mother put down her sewing, and, looking 
at her bay, stjid, ‘‘Chtfclie, do you love anybody?” 'With 
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a look of surprise the child answered, “ I love you; I love 
my father, and my sister, and IJenry." “Then you give 
your heart to your father, tomenry,|to your sister, and 
to me; and you shhw that lovd*by djing all you can for 
us, and obeying our cohimands.”" The child’s face loQked* 
bright with a new thought. "And you-ought,” continuedT 
the mother, “to love*God best, because He gave you your 
father and mother, and all your friends and comforts > and 
Hfc gave you His dear Sou Jesus Chfist,'who siame from 
liSkven to die, that you may live for ever.” “I do want to 
give my heart to Him, mother,—how shall I do it ?” The 
mother taught^him to tell Jesus hi^.waiits, and led him 
by her example into (he gdbd way. TIis chij^*life did not 
disappoint her hopes. He always tried to live like Jesus. 
Charles is now one of the best»of men, and he says he had 
one of the best of mothers. 


SATURDAY NIGHT. 

WiWT blessed things Saturday nights arc, and what 
would the world do without them ? Those breathing 
moments in the tj^mping march oj" life; those little 
twilights in the broad and dazHfag glare of noon, when 
pale yesterdays look beautiful through the shadows, and 
faces “changed*’ long «go sm^e sweetly again in the 
hush; when one remembers “ the old folks at h(»me,” and 

’ • a 

the old-fashioned fire, and the old arm-chair, and the little 
brother that died, and thejittle sister that was “translated*-^ 
Saturday night makes people, humarP; sfct,s their hesjyts, 
to beating .softly, as they used to do before' the wdrld 
turned them into war-drums,* and jarred fliem* to pftces 
with, tattoos, Tlip ledger ^oes with' a clash; the iron¬ 
doored vaults co«te tejjwith a baflg; goes the shutters 
with a will; cliek goesltje key in the I'o^# *It is Saturday _ 
night, aud busings breathes,free again.- HomewarS, ho! 
The door that has heeffajar alf the wee]^ gemtly closes 
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behind him. The world is shut out; shut in, rather. 
Here are his treasures after, all, and not in the vault, and 
not in the book—sa/e the^'fecord in the old family Bible— 
and not in the Bank, TMI dim and dusty shops are swept 
<up, the hammer is thrown down, the apron is doffed, and 
Labour hastens wkh a light step homeward-bound, 

“ Saturday night! Oh, Lizzie, to-morrow Sunday-school 
again,” said little Jack. "How I do like Saturday night; 
my face sa clean, my best clothes all put ready for me on 
my chair, my Bible and hymn-book all ready in my bag, 
■and mother says I know my lesson well, and teacher will 
pat my head, and say I am a good boy. Saturday night, 
I am glad y^ are cohic I” ' " 

" Saturday night! ” feebly murmurs the languishing 
invalid, as she ^urns wearily upon her couch. "And is 
there another to come ? ” 

" Saturday night! ” whispers the weeper above the 
dying; " and it is Sunday to-morrow, and—to-morroW! ” 

OVERCOME EVIL WITH GOOD. • 

Me. Saveky, wlip was considered jj very excellent man 
among the Quakers, waa a tanner, and having had some 
hides stolen from him one night, he caused the following 
advertisement to appear in the newspaper:—" Whoever 
stole a qi.antity of hides on the fifth of the present month, 
is hereby informed that the owner has a sincere desire to be 
Lis friend; if poverty tempted him to this false step, the 
owner will i^ecp the whqle transaction secret, and will 
gladly put him in the way of obtaining money by means 
moie likely to bring him peace of mind.” 

This singular adfertisemen- attracted considerable atten¬ 
tion, but the cnlpi>^ alolic knew *"ko bad the kind offer. 
When he read” it* bib heart melted‘Within him, and he was 
filled with sorrow. A few nights afterwards, ’as the 
Janner’s family were abdAt to retire, they heard a timid 
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knock, an4, op?ivng the door, beheld a man standing there 
with hides on his shoulder. • 'Without’looking up, he said, 
“ I have brought these back, Mr. Satery; where shall I 
put them ? ” “"WSt till I get *lantefn, and I will go to 
the bam with thee,” replied the good man. 

When they returned from the barn, they found the 
Quaker’s wife had made ready some supper, whicli she 
desired the fallen man to cat, spying, “ It will be good for 
tlfee.” He turned his back towarcfe her, and did dot speak 
for sSme lime. At length he said, in a choked voice, “ It 
is the first time I ever stole anything, and I have felt ver^ 
bad about it ev^ since. I’m sure I never thought I should 
come to this ; but I toolv to drinking*.and qu^elling, and 
since I began to go down hill everybody gives me a kick. 
You are the first man that Iisft, ever ofPeijjd m.e a helping 
hand. It is the first time I was ever a thief.” ‘.‘Let it 
be the last, my friend,” said Mr. Savery. “Thou^art 
youn^, and may make up lost time.. Promise me thou 
wilt not drink intoxicating liquor for a year, and I will 
employ thee to-morrow on good wages.” 

The promise was made and kept, .and master and man 
went on well togetJier till the death of the man, proving 
that good may overcome cvil._ 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPArE MOMENTS. 

HEAVEN. 

Those who would go to heaveii when they die, must begin 
the journey on earth. 

RICHES. 

Riches are but liki the leaVes «f a tree,’bea<ltifnl ftr a 
season*; but when winter’s Storms ariSe, they fall off and 
are blown away. 

•DOING GOOD. 

Usefulness is confined to n(i station ;,and it is astonishing 
how much goo(| may be done, anfl jhat mry be^ffected by 
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limited means, united with benevolence of h^art ttnd activity 
of mind. Where t^ere is ee will there is a way. 

nEAVENLV TBADlNa, 

I 

It was asked, “What'is time?”' The reply was given, 
“Time is the principal, and the use we make of it is the 
interest.” 

A WONUEUFUL BOOK. 

What a book that kfould be that came up fully to fhe 
requirements of everybody, and contained nothing at Wiich 
‘anybody could take exceptions. ^ 

■ DR. WATSON, niSIlOf oi’ U.ANDAFF. 

“ I owe it to my mother,” said Dr. Watson, “ and I 
mention it with .filial piety,* for imbuing my young mind 
with principles of religion which have never forsaken me.” 
“ '3'rain up a child in the way ho should go, and when he 
is old he will not dfpart from it.” 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

PacM of Picture Caras. I o«.:3on: Nelson. 

A very fascinating set of car^ils,''<vith coloured pictures and verses. 
Charming presents for children. 

The of the FamUy* 'fjoudon: ‘Nelson. 

An interesting book for the yowtng. 

Blolical Literature. Vol. 1. London ; Freeman. 

A very valuable ana' usuful work as »’resents for our young people- 

Ahicni Fliriaitom. Hy Miss Sinclair. London; Clarke, 
peep at the,;vorld as it is, by one who studies character, 

Milton*$ Paradise Last and Jtef^ainedt with Notes, by Ilev. .J. 
Edmondson. London^ Nelspn. ^ ^ 

A beautiful copy oCtJ :r great poet, wify yerf interesting and valu¬ 
able notes. 

c, * 

The (hnvent and the London : Nelson. • 

A pleasinf tale^of truth and* error, ugfeful for our young friends. 



221 


& 'PAISe in LIFE’S HISTORY. 

“ Spirit hath its scars as well as body, Jfee and Aching in their season. 
The hive of memory incrdhseth to every day its^cell.” 

How often does the mind go back suddenly and unac¬ 
countably, and linger /jn some spot in the distant past, 
living over again, in all its freshness, scedes of joy or sorrow 
yvhich caused us smiles or tears long^-long ago.^ 'fbe 
•odopr of a flower, a strain of music, a tone in fhe voice, 
the glance of the eye, the song of a bird, or the shape of 
the passing cloud, may at any time recall.the faces and 
the forms of those .with tshoip we once/rod life’s pathway. 
They all come crowding towards us, talking and smiling 
as they were wont to do, when our early homes were lighted 
uj) by the sunshine of their bright spirits. • 

As we draw near the end of another page of life’s history, 
liow easily wc can retrace the scenes of each period of tirat. 
AVe stand again by the dying bed,—»wc hear the last 
whisper, wc behold Mie last look, we weej) again over the 
beautiful 4fad,—aye, and we recall, too, the cold glance of 
that eye once beaming lovingly on us. We hear the mut¬ 
tered response to our earnest (psesfioniiig, the pains of 
disease, too, and the sorrow for*ot\jers’ woe. Yes; and we 
live^ again those days of delight, spent with kindred spirits, 
and hear the words of sympathy and love from henr^ faith- 
•ful and true. Some of our friciWs read of joy and love and 
happiness in the first few lines of this page, and then ^ 
dreadful cloud of sorrow dhns the evA a^d shmts out the 
sunshine, and the home is deserfed—desolate—fost. Fn 
life’s early brightness, .some have Jjeen led vthrojigh the 
■darl^ valley. Others Iftive ^een callod away juSt as 
they h'ad attsyned thd lo^-de»red reject of their ivarraest 
wishes. Others, again, in the evenii^ of their' days 
stood locking out for the Pilot to waft thim over the (Jwk 
fiver, waving the hand witl^ a sftiili#g colmtenanc^ saying. 


VOL. VII 
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A TACiE IN life’s HISTORY. 


“I gladly go to join the faniily.In the better land.” The 
weather-beaten mariner has urged his way 'across life’s, 
troubled and everivaryintVaters, and has gained the port 
where many a resting vdyager has bid him welcome. Oh, 
what changes—what sorrow does tkis small page record 1 
Friends, with whom we took sweet counsel, gone to a dis¬ 
tant home, to greet us no more till we meet in the land of 
perfection. Ah, many known to us are blotting this page 
of life’s history with tears ; and hundreds more, who wil} 
take a stand-point with us, reading this record, hare Jjgen 
doubtless in circumstances equally painful. 

Bereaved husbands and motherless families are treading 
life’s pathway softly and sadly, with aching hearts, in sable 
garments, who were light-hearted and joyous when the 
page commenced. Young mothers arc recording with 
trembling hards the hour when the first-born nursling, so 
fondly cherished, was snatched from the maternal bosom 
tc be laid in its grassy nest. Others arc recording past 
joys in happy household groups, now scattered by circum¬ 
stances over sea and land. 

One mother writes a touching line on the page. The 
youngest of her household band—the pet of the family, 
while bounding bround^ her path like a young fawn, was 
suddenly smitten by “ tUe arrow that flietli by day.” 
“When the sweet little hoy felt the stroke, looking up, he 
said, “ Oh, mother ! I' hope I "shall not die!” Alas, the 
shaft was sent by an unerring hand. Prostrate the young, 
voyager was laid, writhing in agony, with the mind shrouded 
in darkness. Jast' before the end came, a lucid interval 
iTas given, the little lad recognised his heart-stricken 
Ujother. The arms were raised to clasp her, as ho was wont 
to do in health and playfulness. One long, last kiss was im¬ 
pressed- on her cheek, Themcamc the ship of death, to waft 
the precious one t6 a more cpngerial clime. Xovely infants, 
aird a youth just entering manhood, had been taken from 
that home before*, but this was their beautiful Benjamin. 
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Mothers and children are laid side by side, 

Yef nontf Ifeve saluted, and none have replied.” 

Well—well, what if the cloudl^of so/row are cast over 
cur path ? What if tlfe merry laugh "of jpy has given place 
to the tears of sadness ? ' What if 'the miglity ocean-wave 
of life’s changes has swept resistless over us ? Yet are our 
spirits free. We will dash the blighting spray aside,'and 
breast the storm. Mother! look on !—look up! There 
is a* beacon-star burning with undimfneij lukre t® light us 
on ourVay; there is a voice cheering us onward ; there is 
a hope beguiling us homewards; yes, and sometimes even 
danger is forgottgn, and sorrow aud regrets fly before its 
inspirations; and then—oh,’soul-checring thought!—our 
life is in the hands of our Father, and He cares f(tr ns. If 
we live. His hand will trace ouS', way, His.powef supply 
our wants. Does not light break from above? If the 
storm rage, 

“ He plants His foofeteps in the sea, 

Aud rides upon the storm.” 

Aud then,‘heyond the tomb, is the desired haven. Mother I 
what are your resolv^j^ for the coming jear? Shall your 
wise counsels, your evtxry-dity religion, your Christ-like 
example, guide your children and ^succeeding ages on the 
pathway of life, 50 that at tjje end of thejourney they may 
have a bright page to read ? Oh, so let it be, thfct you 
live not in vain; but, acting as a\cacon-light—a polar-star^ 
by which they may steer into the port of happiness—tltfy* 
may meet you yet again, when the jhadow ef thj’grave has, 
passed over ypu, in the land where there is fulness of joy* 
and pleasures for everiflore. Mother! what will’be tBe 
next'pa^ge of your life’s history^ 

As we drawnear the bottom It our’pagp, we are reminded 
of some lines ‘byHIerberJ'^nowles, whiclu\»efe favourites 
with us fere had read many pages,of-life’s, histqry. 
Mother! read them’. 
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A FACE IN life’s HISTORY, 


IT IS GOOD TO BE HEEE- 

, * I 

Methinks'it is g^'] to be here— 

If tbou wilt, let us build;—but fo];\vbom ? 

Nor Elias'nor Moses appear; 

But the shadows of eve that encompass the gloom. 

The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb. 

Shall w’e build to Ambition? Ah, no! 

Affrighted, he, shrieketh away; 

'For, see! they would pin him below, 

To a small narrow cave, and begirt with cold clayj 
To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauf;#,? Ah, no,! shp forgets 
The charms that she wielded before. 

Nor knows the foul worm, that it frets 
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore. 

For the smoothness it held or the tint which it w'ore. 

Shall w'e build to the purple of Pride ? 

The trappings which dizen the proud, 

Alas! they are all laid aside, , 

And here’s neither dress nor adornment allowed,, 

But the long winding-sheet, and the fringe oi'dllie shroatL 

To Richfcs? Alas ! tis in valii. 

Who hid, in their*turns,have been hid; 

The treasures ai% squandered again: 

And here, in the gr^ve, are all metals Yojbid, 

But the tinsel that shone on the dark coifin-lid. 

To the Pleasures which mirth can afford— 

The revel, t^e Ip.ugh, apd tljc jeer? 

• heVe is a plentiful hoard ; 

But" the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer. 

And aofie but the,worm is a reveller here. 

Shall we build to Affection an'd Love ? , 

Ah ! no, theytfiave withered affid died, 

Or'flld* with the spirit sibve— • ■ 

Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side ]jy side. 

Yet none have saluted, and ^lonc have replied. 
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Unto Sorrow? Tlie'dead cannot grieve, 

Not a Bobjliof rfsigh meets mine ear, • 

Whict compassion itself*could relieve; 

All! sweetly they slumber, no^ope, love, or fear. 
Peace, peace is tlie watcliword, th^only one here. 

Unto Death, to whom monnrchs mustiow ? 

Ah ! no, for his empije is known. 

And here there are trojihies enow;’ 

Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone. 

Arc the signs of a sceptre that nonewia^ disown. , 

•The first tabernacle to Hope we will build. 

And look for the sleepers around ns to rise ; 

The second to Faith, which endures tilf fulfilled. 
And the third to the Lafnb of the grcatssacrifice, . 

Who bequeathed us them both when He rose to the skies. 


i, DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE AN-D 
HER BIBLE.—No. V. 

THE children’s lillEAKFAdV. 

The children are gathered round tlie table; they look 
to their mdlilier or father for bread—would either of the 
parents mock them by^ffering them a stqpc t “ If a son 
shall ask bread of any of you that fs « father, will he give 
him a stone ?” “ If ye, being evif, Ifnow how to give good 
gifts .unto your cjiitdren, nvicli nioje will your heavenly 
Father give His Holy Spirit to them who ask Hiifi.”— 
Luke xi. 11, 13. 

WASIIINO CLOTiniS. 

How much soil those garments Ipjve gathered amidst the 
dust and wear of life; how many careless spots have been 
made upon tlicm; still, ‘offensive* as *they now are' thaf 
only need* to bo washed wid tkey shall again be valuable 
and fit for use*.' Surely, ti|c cofeager'rnay now recall that 
precious' text—“ Tkey hav|»^ashed their fobe^ ‘and made 
them white in /he blood of tire Lamb.” ^ bow much soil 
tlie white garments of our soul gather in walkjpg through 
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FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS. 


this sinful world, and how many a ^ deep-dyed spot of 
guilt do we feel has been- contracted by some careless walk¬ 
ing that we might hai^' avoided ! For these garments, 
defiled as they ^re,Chere is a washing; let us not rest 
while the deep guilt-stains remain upon them; let them 
be brought to the blood of the Lamb, and they shall be 
cleansed and made white. 


FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.— Ko.Tv. 

ABIGAIL THE CARJlELITESS. 

Abigail’s intercession was a'ceepte'd. Her faithful re¬ 
monstrance had brought to David’s soul a sense of his 
sinfulness iu^ seeking rerenge. Ilis manner of receiving 
her reproof, so delicately given, exhibited the true features 
pf the child of God. Frankly he confessed his intended 
sin, and humbly ^and gratefully acknowledged the cestrain- 
ing hand of love, which had sent Abigail to arrest his steps. 
’ With a glad and thankful spirit Abigail returned to her 
home. What a scene awaited her! The Husband, for 
whom she had undergone so much,t.'vas occupied in rioting 
and feasting, which ^nded in drunkenness and brute uncon¬ 
sciousness. Poor Abigail! Here was another black drop 
in her already bitter evp of sorrow. Wife ! are you saying 
“ Ay,‘such has been, and,is sometimes, my lot, after a day 
of hard work or deep anxiety.” Once more look at Abigail. 
V.lth heartfelt ^nguish, with jieavy and bitter tears, it may 
be, she .would gaze .on her besotted partner; but no 
reproaches, no reviling, passed her lips. We dopbt not, that 
ere ,she went to rest that nigli^t]^ her knee was bowed and 
her heart was poured fortlf in player, more fervently than 
ever, for the degraded Nabal;/but .his rest was unbroken 
by angry wnW^, or even tears/'’’. 

. Great was Nabal’s conatefnation, when he«wolce from his 
wine, t6*lea»*i from Ini' wife the near dapgcr from which he 
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had escaped; but we do not read of any change in his heart 
and life after this unmerit^. piercy'j on the contrary, 
the long-suifering of God towand him had run its limit, 
and “ten days after*God smote Natal that he died.” The 
speedy advancement of'Abigail td be the wife of I)ayid,< 
though strange to English minds, was HOt*at variance with' 
Eastern customs. She’was worthy of h^r exalted position, 
and we doubt not that David found her a wise counsellor, as 
weB as a faithful wife. 

May the consideration of the brief but striking history of 
Abigail, and the lessons drawn from it, be—so far as the^ 
accord with the word and will of God—la source of comfort, 
.help and blessing’ to some tried sistfr who has a similar 
cross to carry, and needs power, wisdom and grace to bear 
it as meekly, nobly and prayerfully, as did the wife of 
Nabal. * L. S, T. 


“ MY HALL IS THE HOUSE OF STRANGERS.” 

• • . 

It is safld that old age deadens the sensations, but some* 
old people seem to pc«sess hearts as young as their daughters 
or grand-daughters, and exhibit all the warmth and energy 
of early youth. We now and ^hen behold bright eyes 
beaming upon us'with tenderness .and. affection, sparkling 
with love from beneath a brow silvered by the whiters ’ of 
more than threescore years and ten; and if you can get 
them to talk to you of by-^ne days, one can easily ima^ne, 
while listening to the lively tale, .that we4iad joined thep 
in their eply sports, and had journeyed along by*their si3e 
to the present day. Some have rtmarked that as^edjile 
grow pld, even wheq: th« inteBect contidnes to be vigorous 
as ever, the thoughts ctyitinitally rtvei^ to childhood; and 
that even the- accent in^'speaking, which rfBey had Jost, 
again strikes, upon the ear, and they think of occurrences 
that have lain dormant ia 4he seciftt chambjrs (?f memory. 
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since the early days of life. Ah, how changed is the world 
to them since that time ; they ask, 

- ‘The friends c^y youthful days, 

Where areHhey now—oh ■S’here ? 

Fled as tke summer’s gladdening rays 
When, wintry storms appear.” 

How interesting, are the reminiscences wc sometimes 
read and hear from those who were pacing life’s wilderness 
long before we belield’the sun. Listen to the languagfe of' 
one of them :—“ Some years ago,” she tells us, “ I*pal3 a 
•visit to my native place, but all things seemed changed in 
that dearly-loved home, save the old churph and our pew. 
In that old square p'ew I sat alone, feeling sad ; the greeu 
baize linii^s had grown almost white with age. I looked 
■on the worn hassocks, where my father and mother had 
knelt with their blooming sons and daughters all around 
them—all gone now, with their hopes and fears, their 
ambitions and expectations. I gazed on the painted wfadows 
and old monuments, where often as a child 1 used to fix 
niy,pyes while drowsily struggling to give my attention to 
'the sermon. Oh, what had I suffered since 1* last sat 
there ! My husb%nd and children aUr-gone to the grave of 
a foreign shore. The V)lcl house in its new dress was not 
half so agreeable to my'faithful affection ns in days past. 
The garden, too, they told me vpas improved — it was e'er- 
tainly altered, and all the npw plants and trees very pretty, 
np doubt, but they said nothing to me. 

' ‘JI wandered thropgh the churchyard, beneath the old 
tvees, and.pqred6vcr the ;tombstones where slept those with 
wiiom I liad often trod the same ground. I shall never 
revisit^these scenes mere. ' The cjiurch has been painted 
and beautified. Our seat isSined^with crimson clbth, and 
filled with well-stuf|pd dushions ai^ new, plninp hassocks. 
^The^ few old people who remai.n'cd when I paid my last 
visit are dead, and^fepose iq, the old churchywd, where the 
• sun ever ieeiqfd to shiiib brighter than iq any other place. 
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at least to me. _ ^h, well-a-day, our very dreams become 
again the dreams of youth! 

“ Not long ago I awoke in t^Rrs and distress, fancying 
that tall, sharp-nose J governess of Ihy youth was going to 
punish me for a mistake' in my lesson. The^ room—the fire 
—the old harpsichord—were as vividly pl’esent to my fancy 
as they could have been in reality so many years ago. 
I saw my young sisters in their low-cut frocks and diaper 
'pirf&fores. I saw distinctly their ITealthy," mottlefl, bare 
arms, their stout black leather shoes? their close-cut hair— 
I saw the music book,^and many of our old school books— 
the pattern of th? paper on the wall, and the waving boughs 
.of the trees. I heard footsteps which* I recognised to be 
my mother’s, and heard her speaking, though I tould not 
distinguish the words. I was (fqce more a^child.at home, 
and when I awoke it was difficult to realise to myself that 
I was indeed an old woman, with whom life was well-nigh 
over, *nd all those loved ones, who had.been before me so 
distinctly, long since,dead.” 

Mothers ! what home-scenes will your children have fo 
record wflbn they are grown old, and you are gone to the 
grave ? Shall they b*«f happiness—of love—of deep-toned 
piety ? Do you believe they ijill n’ever—nU, never forget 
what you are now teaching them f Oh, let us always bear 
in'mind'we are working ior futuie generations—yea, for 

ETERNITY ! 


HOME Dlfri^S.—No. k. 

Have mptbers more than their share in the dati^ of domestic 
life ? 

WE.s&id last monUi, that vffien a man marries he brings 
himself voluntarily tindeR a new set bf obligations; he. is no 
longer alone’ in the worJtfj and at liberty ^ go wherg he 
pleases; ‘ he has linked his Yate with gneither individual, 
and he is bound Jo conndeV how ikr his mcremtats may 
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affect her happiness, and be guided accordingly.. He has 
no right, for instance, to emigrate to a foreign country, and 
compel her to go with Iftm contrary to her wishes. He 
has no right even to spend his money* in a way which shall 
be injurious to his wife and family; but this implies no 
hardship, it is the"nataral result of his new position, and, 
rightly viewed, will increase his happiness. Their in¬ 
terests are one, and they cannot be happy separate and 
apart—‘they can only bfe happy together; hence it is evident ■ 
the effort must be a united one, and if they both pull 
"together it will be pleasant and easy; each must be willing 
to bear and forbeari, and the struggle for the mastery, who 
is to be head, will come sooner or later. Without any doubt 
the man must be master in his own house, but, in general, 
the wife will have her own way by yielding; somebody 
must yield, and both Scripture and reason point her out as 
the person. 

My excellent mother used to say, “ You lords of the 
creation are very jealous of being the head, and you ought 
to be so; but the woman is the neck, and the nerfe turns 
the head which way it pleases.” This is done by yielding; 
if it was as hardias an iron sinew itijwould not be able to 
move at all; therefore We strongly recommend to wives and 
mothers never violently to oppose their husbands, it revives 
the contest for power, .oind cans only end jn wretchedness 
whoever is victor," while patient submission will generally 
prove victorious. 

We think we havg shown there is a mutual obligation in 
conjugal 'life, to try to make each other happy. If the 
father has his trials, so has the mother—his ar^ out, hers 
at home. He returns from work jaded and vexed, and 
looks to his wife to ease anil sohihe his troubles; but he 
finds her in the .midst of' heri own, and by no easy 
mep*al effort 4oes she lay them aside, so as to meet his 
lowered brow with a cheerful "smilc, and his short answers 
with words v<f love, and the tonfes of kindness; this is 
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known to feW, but it is one of the noblest and greatest 
efforts of our nature; the wife^ud mother who can do this, 
is worth hef weight in gold—jgja, her price cannot be told. 

But all things here are shifting—progress is the order of 
the day, and our young-wife hardly feeWherself at case in her 
position before she has to prepare foaniTw duties; a little 
stranger makes his ajfpearance, and draws largely (jn her 
time and energies; a mother’s heart for the first time beats^ 
within her! With what fondness sjie looks upon tjiat inno- 
ctnt^babe; a love is kindled in her heart which is to 
thrive and grow as long as life endures; she never ^ cap 
cease to love that bifbe, whether it lives Or dies—;it is her 
first-born. Now'she n*ds all her enwgies, for in attending 
to one imperative duty she is in danger of, neglecting 
another. Her babe must be attended to—so must her 
household and her husband; they must' all Be made to 
harmonise; neither can be neglected without endangering 
the peace and happiness of the family. She is now r?ady 
to inquire, How can I do everything ?—simply by doing 
one tiding at a time. But this is lesson enough; if werfire 
spared ^ will go a little farther; but in these awful time’s 
(written in the worfj,t days of cholera) jve know not what a 
day may bring forth. We havt gust Ijeard of five dear 
children of one family commiWed to one grave; and in 
the same localjtj', three mothers in perfect health snatched 
away in one’week; another went to see her mother, was 
taken ill on the Wednesday, and buried oh the Thursday, 
even before her husband could arrive. Were those mothers 
prepared to die ? I don’t know; the imjyortan’t question is, 
Are you,? . M. L. 

ALL’S W£;LL. 

“ Tjvelve o’ci-^lc at night, anh.aU’s wdl.” 

False prophet! Still ahd statue-like yonder window 
stands the wife. 'The,clock lias‘old the small'houfs, yet 
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her face is pressed closely against Ae window-pane, striving 
in vain, with straining eye, to pierce thd darkness. She 
seas notliing, she hears i^tHing but the beating of her 
own heart. Now she takes her seat; ppens a small Bible, 
and seeks from it what comfort she may, while tears blister 
ihe pages. TheR she clasps her bands, and her lips are 
tremulous with' mute' supplication.* Hist! There is an 
^unsteady step in the'hall; she knows it! Many a time and 
oft h'as it trod on her very heart-strings. She glides do^fn 
gently to n!eet the wanderer. He falls heavily against^her; 
and in maudlin tones pronounces a name lie had long since 
forgbtten " to honour.” Oh, aU-endurlng power of woman’s 
love! No reproach,'no upbraiding!—the slight arm passed 
round that reeling figure, once erect in “ God’s own image.” 
With tender words of entreaty, which he is powerless to 
resist if hcwould, she leads him in. It is but a repetition 
of a thousand such vigils ! It is the performance of a vow 
with a heroism and patient endurance too comraonj, and 
heavenly to pass u&uoticed -hy the “ registering angel ” 
abqve! ' ■ 

I “All’s well.” False prophet! In yonder Usurious 

room sits one whose curse it was to be fair as a dream of 

«* 

Eden. Time 'v^as when, those clear eyes looked lovingly 
into a mother’s face—when'a grey-haired father laid his 
trembling hand with a blessing on, that sminjr head ; when 
brothers’ land slstcrg’ voices blended with her own in lieart- 
music around that happy hearth. Oh! where arc they 
no)v ? Arc thqye none to say to the repenting Magdalen, 
“Neither do ‘I condemn thee; go, and sin no more? ” Must 
the’‘gilded Ibtt'er continue to hind the soul that loathes it, 
because man isMess rncrijiful ‘than Go.l ? 

‘'Al£’s wei.l.” ' False prophet!,. Inhere lies the dead 
orphan in all the len^h snd b'lcadtjt of the green earth ; 
there was found sheltering nest^'-^yherc that lonely dove 
^uld\old its wingif when the patent birds had^flown. The 
bjroodi'ng wilOg jwas gone,o.tbat covered it from the cold 
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winds of neglect and unkiiidness. Lore was its life, and 
so it drooped! 

“Ail’s False prbyjiet! Sin walks the earfc 

in purple and fine liaen; honest pojerty, with tear-bedewed 
face, hungers and shivers and thirsts, *' while the publican, 
stands afar off.” 'riie widow pleads ilf^aih to the ermined* 
•judge £or “justice,” and unpunished of hetfven the human 
tiger crouches in his lair, and springs upon his helgless 

: pj-ty! 

•“ Au-l’s weu..” Ah! yes, all is well! for “He who 
seeth the end from the beginning ” holds evenly the sc^gj 
of justice. “ Dives ”^hall yet beg of^“ Lflzarus.” . Every 
^ human tear is cxmntedf They shall vyet sparkle as gems 
" in the crown of the patient and enduring discip!(f! "When 
the clear broad light of etemitj shines upon life’s crooked 
paths, we shall see the snares and pitfalls Trom which our 
hedge of thorns has fenced us in, and in the maturity of 
our ftfll-grown faith we shall exultingly say, “ Father.^jot 
as I will, but as thou wilt .”—Fanny Fern. 


FATHERS ANlJ’MOTHERS. .ACt IK UNISON. 

No. 11? 

I KNEW a^jft)ung manVvell, who is now a pest to .the- 
village in which he resides, shunned by all jvho love virtue 
and honesty, and the ringleader of the idlers and mis¬ 
chievous. I knew him when J)ut a littla hoj^,, petted and 
indulged by his mother ; by hcr*nevcr contr^itfted, or. jat 
least, iiot^witli sufficient firmne§s tube mindc^. His ft^^her 
would have curbed hinif but his oiAupulion took liijn from 
home for some houfs ui tl^f day^; he did what he could 
to restrain him wh^n aShome, hut wa-., always thwarted by 
tlie mother. He grew bfdeir and older, also- more and snore 
self-willed. TIis father|someti?nes resc.'tcd to punishment. 
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and in one or two cases sent him supperless to bed^ for mis¬ 
conduct. After the^amily pvening-mear' h4s over, the father 
again absent for a shorj; time; the mothet would then 
bring that boy down to tjie fire, give him a good supper of the 
^best she had in thi house, let him* stay till his father was 
"expected in agaiti, .and then he would go back up stairs, 
knowing his father had this deception practised upon him. ’ 
The result was what might be anticipated; the lad disre¬ 
garded his mother* altogether, only making a laugh offaer ! 
commands, and unheeding her remonstrances; she did not 
secure his love and esteem, far from it, he only treated her 
with contempt. ” 

Let parents act in»concert with each other, and never let. 
the child .see that one thinks the other acts improperly. 
What one parent corainandf, the other ought to assist in 
having carried * out; but never let one counteract an influ¬ 
ence that the other sees necessary. IIow much evil might 
be prevented, if parents went hand-in-hand in the mf nage- 
ment of their children, and both governed with firmness, 
kindness, aad decision, assisting each other to c^rry out 
Uieir plans for their children’s benefit! Eacfil parent 
should endeavour,, by all their words„pnd actions, to leave 
an impressioii"%i.,the mitads of their children of affection 
for the other parent, and fc desire to please and obey them; 
and nothing is so calculated to effect this" as, whatever the 
one enjdC'ns, for the other to make it a matter bf importance 
to be done, because father or mother said so. 

R. T. P. 


“CHBIST'MAS IS COMING!” 

“ Edith ! Edith! oh, are ‘you ^^not. glad Christmas is 
coming! Oli.^ won't- it be uic^" 1 could jump, dance, 
run,’scream, whcil I think of M- Why, cousin, how still 
.YOU 'sit! .-Don’t you rev.nemberuhew nice it was last year ? 
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what a beautiful Chrlstm'as-box I had, and what a charm¬ 
ing New-year’s-gift, you had V' “ Yes, Hetty, dear, 1 1 |- 
member quite well—so well lhat I shall never—no, nevfr 
forget.” “ Why, dejr me, Edith, t am ready to give you 
not a Christmas-box, but a Cox,«for being so tame^ 

about it, and talking so coldly. Let see, how many sat* 

• round the table? Pa and Ma, Edward, John, Henry, ^ucy, 

you, and-oh! dear, I see you are thinking all the time 

. about poor aunty. She was there^ too. .Don’t cry, dear 
Eijith! I forgot all your sorrow; poor aunty, we all loved 
her. Why, Edith, look ! look! there is Dr. Blake coming; 
up the garden. Why, mamma must be very ill, qy pap» 
would not send’for hin».” “Yes, d^r Hetty,. 1 fear she 

• M very ill,” replied the gentle Edith. “The nurse told 

me that dear aunt had scarlet fever.” “ Scarlet fever, Edith! 

• 

Oh! how you frighten me! I hope I am Hot gbing to be 
motherless, like you. Oh! dear, I fear all my joy will be 
turned into sorrow; it will be a sad Christmas, if Sear 
mamma is ill.” “TFeJmiay be ill, too* dear Hetty. My 
dear mamma used to say, after papa died so suddenly, »e 
never l\jw what a day of sorrow to-morrow may be.’* 
“Oh! Edith, you make me tremble; I will go up softly and 
ask nurse all about it!” “ No, deaj, don^ijease; we are 
told to go up the other way fb^ur own rooms. I think 
uncle is afraid w&may get the fever.” 

One week q^er this conversation, poor Hetty w|s in her 
coffin. The fever came and blighted the beautiful, blooming 
flower, and the reaper cut it dewn. The Igst word^s£e 
said were—“ Oh I where %m*i goii% ?’*, '■ Oliristmas is 
coming,” but Hetty’s seat will 6e empty as^ well as her 
aunPs. What if vou should ha caHcd away iefore Christ¬ 
mas comes? Will you‘have,to asl—'tOh! where* am I 
going?’* 



